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Enslaved by a Rebel 


Desperate and determined... 


Being sold to a beautiful golden alien certainly seems better than facing his 
imminent demise, but Jarrett Michaels is stunned when the alien offers him his 
freedom in exchange for one long and lusty weekend. 


Leaving behind everything and everyone he knows might be more than Ranic 
Vaidya can handle, but he’s determined to know love in another man’s arms no 
matter the cost. 


Once he’s free of his planet’s repression, Ranic discovers stunning new abilities, 
and the capacity for deep and abiding love. But when the auction house wants 
their slave returned, Jarrett and Ranic fear the worst. Just how far will they go to 
be together? 
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Chapter 1 


Jarrett Michaels was going to drown. He’d gotten down 
deep in azure-blue waters only to discover that his tank was 
malfunctioning, and he would never make it back to the 
surface before he ran out of air. As he contemplated his 
imminent death, he had to admit there was a kind of peace 
in dying doing something he loved. What irony that he’d 
resisted learning to scuba because he was claustrophobic. 
But at the tender age of thirty-two, he’d bitten the bullet 
and taken his first lesson. To his amazement, he didn’t feel 
the walls crushing in on him when he was in a suit 
underwater. His trainer said he was a natural. Sometimes it 
seemed that he had told himself he had a problem when in 
fact he didn’t. Perhaps it was human nature, or maybe he’d 
known all those years ago that he was destined to die 
underwater so subconsciously he’d put an obstacle in his 
path so he wouldn’t end up dead in the water at forty. 

And then something very strange happened. Jarrett was 
far below the surface, making peace with his looming death, 
when he was suddenly on a stage surrounded by a bunch of 
other men. Since they were naked, Jarrett assumed he was, 
too. He didn’t look down to see because the state of his 
undress didn’t matter to him as much as the curiosity of his 
death experience did. He’d thought he’d see his whole life 
flash by him and then he’d walk into the light, but all he was 
getting were lights glaring into his face. There was no 
montage of the poignant moments of his existence, just this 
odd cattle call for the afterlife. How come he’d never heard 
of anyone having a near-death experience that involved a 
stage full of naked men wearing weird collars with blinking 
lights? 

Jarrett watched with laid-back curiosity as several of the 
men were moved to the front of the stage for what he could 
only call a display. Invisible hands stroked the men, turned 
them, jacked them off, and then some thunderous voice, the 


same one that seemed to be describing the men, called out 
that they had been sold and they were taken away. 

Maybe this was judgment day and Jarrett, along with the 
other men here, had been deemed unworthy to enter 
heaven, so they’d been taken to a place where their souls 
were sold to the highest bidder. 

Does the devil buy souls? Jarrett asked himself. 

He didn’t think he did. The devil just tricked people out of 
them. Besides, Jarrett couldn’t think of anything he’d done 
that would keep him out of heaven. He wasn’t a thief, he 
didn’t kill, and he didn’t covet. He wasn’t overly religious, 
but he also wasn’t a total heathen, either. He couldn’t think 
of one of the Ten Commandments that he’d broken. Oh, 
well, except for that adultery one. Not that he’d ever been 
married, but if premarital sex were counted then yeah, he 
was in trouble. But that really wasn’t fair when he couldn’t 
legally get married in most states since he was gay. If being 
homosexual was a crime, then he was in a lot of trouble 
because he’d known he liked men from pretty much the get- 
go. 
That made him think back over the relationships he’d 
had. Some of the men he’d loved so fiercely it was almost 
painful, and others he’d only cared about, but he’d always 
held a part of himself back. Jarrett wasn’t sure why. There 
was just something inside him that didn’t find that elusive 
match that he was always looking for. Sure, they had fun 
together and sometimes the sex had been mind-blowing, 
but eventually Jarrett grew tepid and ultimately he faded 
away. Sadly, it seemed to be a mutual thing. Neither he nor 
his partner cared enough to try to keep things together. 
He’d known couples who met, clicked, and stayed together 
through thick and thin and were so fully in love with one 
another they were almost annoying. Almost. But what upset 
him was his own heavy feeling of envy. He’d always wanted 
what those couples had. Jarrett had never told anyone, but 
he’d always had this crazy kind of fairy-tale image in his 
head of his perfect man. He’d lost that dream around thirty 


when another hot and heavy relationship fizzled. There 
weren’t any magical knights in shining armor anymore, so 
holding out hope for one was nothing short of pathetic. 

Jarrett’s turn came to be thrust into the limelight at 
center stage. He was curiously disconnected from what was 
being done to him. It was almost as if he didn’t care. In a 
way he supposed he did, but just not very much. There 
didn’t seem to be a lot he could do about the situation, so 
he just stood and allowed the disk below his bare feet to 
turn him this way and that as the thunderous voice pointed 
out all his attributes. The voice made him sound duller than 
dirt, frankly, by just spewing his vital statistics without 
making any attempt to make him sound interesting. List 
anyone in such a way and they would sound dull. 

While he was standing there hearing the voice say he 
was six foot three and two hundred ten pounds, Jarrett tried 
to recall if that was correct. The height was right, but he 
didn’t think he weighed that much. He looked down. He 
wasn’t flabby, even under the unforgiving lights. His skin 
was bronzed from his time in the Caribbean, but it would 
soon fade when he returned to his accounting job in land- 
locked Colorado. 

When he felt a touch along his back from the nape of his 
neck down to the soles of his feet, he straightened, and so 
did his cock. Another stroke stopped at his buttocks, parted 
them, and then something was slipped inside his ass. Jarrett 
struggled to stop what was happening, to fight off his 
invisible foe, but he found himself immobilized. All he could 
figure was the collar and the platform he stood on worked in 
concert to keep him still for his display. But for who? 

Peering past the lights into what he thought would be an 
audience, he couldn’t see anything or hear anyone. Just 
what kind of a show was this? 

Whatever had been inserted into his ass warmed and 
grew, pressing against sensitive nerves and making him 
long for release. The other men who'd gone before him had 
climaxed, and apparently it was part of the show because 


the more Jarrett resisted, the more stimulation the device in 
his ass delivered. Jarrett tried to tell whoever was selling 
him that he didn’t enjoy anal sex, not as a getter but only as 
a giver, but he couldn’t move his mouth any more than he 
could move his arms. 

Eventually, the device in his ass found the most sensitive 
spot right near his prostate and rubbed ruthlessly until he 
came. Jarrett didn’t recall ever having such a bizarre 
sensation of climax without any pleasure. Sure, he came, 
shooting out a good jet, but he didn’t feel an orgasm or 
even a climax. It was just odd. And then it was over, the 
device was taken away, and he was moved toward the back 
of the stage. 

Unsure what was going on now, Jarrett stood and waited 
for the next man to go toward the center of the stage, but 
nothing was happening. There was total silence, and then 
the booming voice said, “Sold!” 

Sold? Jarrett tried to wrap his head around that. He’d 
thought of him and the others being put on display to sell 
their souls, but it seemed they were sold in their entirety. 
The idea that someone had bought him sent a terrible chill 
through his entire body. What had they bought him for, and 
what in the world was going to happen to him now? 


Chapter 2 


“You are going to regret that sale, | assure you.” 

The alien on the other side of Ranic’s bidding screen 
laughed and shook his head, tumbling his thick black hair 
around his shoulders. Ranic Vaidya said nothing. He didn’t 
care what a Krase warrior thought of him, his kind, or his 
purchase. So far, the Krase warrior had only bid on the 
tiniest offerings of the auction house. Ranic thought that 
was strange, considering how big he was, but to each his 
own. The very things that caused most of the bidders to shy 
away from Jarrett were the very qualities that attracted 
Ranic. He did not want a tiny slave who would fear him and 
tremble in his wake. 

Ranic wanted a man. 

Moreover, he wanted a man who would give him a fight. 
It had taken Ranic a long time to admit to himself what he 
was, but now that he had, he was going to indulge himself 
to the fullest, and none of his kind would know. 

Jarrett Michaels was perfect. 

His hair was black as the depth of space, his eyes were 
brown like the beach on Finoc, and his mouth was full and 
somewhat sad. His body was tall and lean but not scrawny. 
What muscles he had were strong, but not too strong. He 
wouldn’t be a match for Ranic in a bare-handed fight. He 
was older than all the other offerings on the stage, and 
Ranic thought that maturity would make him more 
interesting. A young slave would be too easy to mold. Ranic 
thrived on challenges. And his new slave would give him 
that in great quantities. Ranic also had to admit to a curious 
force drawing his attention to Jarrett. He was bronzed from 
exposure to a star and looked like he spent most of his time 
outdoors. By holding him close, Ranic might know what it 
was like to be able to do that. 

But most of all, Jarrett had not liked to have the probe 
inserted into his ass. That alone made him undesirable to 
those bidding for sexual slaves they could penetrate. There 


were some species who thrived on using force, but most 
wanted to have a slave who at least found a certain 
pleasure in the sensation so he could be conditioned to 
accept his fate. Jarrett had climaxed, but he had done so 
without his prick being fully hard. Nothing clarified his 
disinterest in being penetrated more than that. 

Finished with bidding, Ranic deactivated his screen and 
rose. His metallic suit made gentle whispers as the 
hydraulics kicked in, helping to move him with effortless 
ease in the heavy gravity of Krase. Some of the aliens in the 
room bristled, clearly uncomfortable with a fully outfitted 
Finoc trooper, but Ranic’s suit had been deactivated. Since 
bidding could become fierce, as it was over the first slave 
offered, none of the bidders were allowed to have weapons, 
or anything that could be used as such, within the bidding 
rooms. 

Should hand-to-hand combat erupt, there was a 
dampening device that would incapacitate everyone in the 
room. Or so he’d been told by the auctioneer. None of it 
mattered to Ranic because he wasn’t interested in fighting 
over any of the offerings. Before the event even started, he 
knew he would have to settle for the one no one else 
wanted because he didn’t have enough money for one of 
the finer slaves. Not that he was disappointed with what 
he’d gotten for his limited funds. Ranic had never bid on a 
Slave before because his kind did not need them, but Ranic 
had a very specific use in mind. He had to know. He had to 
feel what it was like to indulge his lusts. He’d thought of 
choosing one of his own kind, but it was simply too risky. 
Even propositioning another Finoc trooper could lead to 
imprisonment and death. So Ranic had worked every extra 
shift that he could. He lived in the smallest cell he could 
stand on the ship. Every spare bit of earnings he had he hid 
away for the dangling possibility of making his dream come 
true. 

Today was the start of his long vacation and total 
indulgence. 


From the bidding room he returned to the lowest floor of 
the building to finalize his payment and collect his slave. By 
the time he arrived, Jarrett was there. He was even more 
magnificent in person than he had been on the stage. Here, 
the much-less-harsh lighting emphasized the proud line of 
his nose and the high curve of his cheeks. His lips had a bit 
of a pout that was compellingly seductive, but most of all, 
Ranic was able to see that he was the perfect height and 
weight for what they would do together. The only trick now 
was getting this alien to go along with his desires. 

It was the only part of his plan over which he had no 
control. That was irksome, but he thought he could 
manipulate this interesting creature into performing his 
fantasy. If he did, Ranic would reward him with his freedom. 
If he did not...well. Dead men told no tales, and Ranic’s 
terrible secret would be safe. He would be out a tremendous 
amount of money, and it was unlikely at his age he’d ever 
be able to amass sufficient funds to try something like this 
again, but still, he had to try. There was nothing to be 
gained by simply sitting idle and hoping what he wanted fell 
in his lap. To get what he dreamed of, he had to do the work 
that would put all the pieces in place. Now that he had, he 
was a little afraid. He had looked at everything in a 
multitude of ways to try to minimize any problems before 
they started, but he wasn’t omniscient. He couldn’t 
anticipate everything. 

Into his hand the end of Jarrett’s lead was slipped. The 
feeling of power was oddly compelling. He now owned this 
man and could do anything with him. By Krase law, which 
was the planet they were on, he could beat him to death if 
he wanted. Not that he did. The last thing he wanted to do 
was anything that would damage his most valuable cargo 
ever. 

As Ranic turned toward the exit, he realized his first 
mistake in anticipation. His slave was bare, and he had 
nothing to cover him with to protect him from the elements. 


It had seemed such a simple thing to forget, but he 
imagined his servant coming with at least a basic covering. 

Since he couldn’t take him to the port bare and he 
couldn’t afford to buy him anything, Ranic had to improvise. 
From the leg plate of his suit he withdrew a solar tarp and 
handed it to Jarrett, who took the offering without a word. 
When it was unfolded, it was quite large, but Jarrett only 
unfolded it halfway and wrapped it around his shoulders. 
Now the only problem was with his feet. 

Using the magnifier on his helmet’s eyepiece, he zoomed 
in on one of Jarrett’s feet. They were far too thin to stand up 
to any major distance. He would need shoes. A careful 
consideration of the inventory on his suit told him he had 
nothing that would suffice. Ranic berated himself for not 
thinking of this potential issue, but that was not going to 
help matters in the slightest. 

All the aliens in the lowest level of the building seemed 
to be staring at him and his new slave. Perhaps some 
thought he was mechanical, like a robot, and they wondered 
why such a thing needed a human. Or maybe they thought 
he would become enraged and level the building. Now that 
his blaster was functional again, he could do some pretty 
serious damage if he wanted to annihilate himself in the 
process. To outsiders, a Finoc in trooper gear looked like an 
enormous silver monster straight out of a nightmare. None 
had ever seen what they looked like underneath their suits. 
And none ever would. It was the Finoc way to reveal 
themselves only around their own kind, so technically Ranic 
would be violating two sacred laws. However, breaking laws 
only mattered if he got caught. 

To his surprise, his little mental side trip gave him the 
answer he sought. Since he had no shoes to give his slave, 
then Ranic had no choice but to pick him up and carry him. 


Chapter 3 


Jarrett was taken from the stage, through the curtain at 
the back, and unceremoniously dumped out into a long 
hallway. Invisible hands picked him up, attached a leash to 
his collar, and then yanked him toward the far end. He 
couldn’t help but get the impression they weren’t happy 
with him or his performance on stage. Eventually, the hall 
opened out into a massive foyer. For the first time since this 
crazy ordeal started, Jarrett was fully aware that he was 
naked and totally uncomfortable being so exposed. 

There were all kinds of bizarre creatures milling around. 
Jarrett wasn’t sure what was going on. He didn’t think he’d 
been sold to a devil, but maybe to some kind of similar 
creature. Aliens? They certainly weren’t human. Even at the 
most extravagant sci-fi convention he’d never seen 
costumes this elaborate. They were simply too good to be 
fakes. Some of them even had three eyes that blinked in 
sync. 

And then his gaze landed on the most startling alien of 
all. Crafted of gleaming metal and standing at least ten feet 
tall was the knight in shining armor of his dreams. But he 
wasn’t a man. Possibly he was a machine. But he was 
definitely beautiful. Into his hand went the other end of 
Jarrett’s leash, so now he knew that whatever this stunning 
creature was, he was his new owner. 

His eyes, or what passed for his eyes, were two blue 
lasers behind a shield of black. His shoulders spanned four— 
possibly five—feet. All over his suit were small plastic 
Shields for what appeared to be lights. As he stood there 
staring, he lost focus on anything but his metallic man. 
Baffled, he watched as part of his leg opened up and a 
golden sheet was removed. When he handed it to him, 
Jarrett realized he was trying to help him cover up. Relieved, 
he unfolded the blanket and realized it was very thin 
material that had to be enormous when it was fully unfurled. 


Keeping most of it folded, he placed it over his shoulders 
and then stood very quietly staring up at his owner. 

There was a long hesitation, and Jarrett didn’t know if he 
should say something or not, but then it didn’t matter 
because his beautiful beast was picking him up and cradling 
him in his powerful arms. After all this time, to find out his 
crazy dream of finding a knight in shining armor had come 
true was nothing short of amazing. 

Turning into his embrace to avoid the cold, Jarrett was 
Shocked at how unforgiving the feel of his savior’s metal 
was. He wasn’t sure what he expected, but this wasn’t 
romantic at all. Frankly, it was like being cradled by a 
refrigerator. 

“Where are you taking me?” 

There was no answer, and Jarrett wondered if they would 
be able to communicate. Maybe he’d have to learn that 
computer language that was all zeros and ones. Since he 
had nothing else to do, he looked around, staggered by the 
height of the buildings they were moving past. Some were 
so tall that he couldn’t see the tops. The street they 
traveled on was really an extremely wide sidewalk to handle 
an insane amount of foot traffic. Dozens of strange and 
curious aliens moved past them. In the center of the street 
there was a train-like conveyance, but Jarrett had a feeling it 
was for people to get out of the city in a hurry. Apparently, 
his new owner didn’t want or need the luxury of such 
transport. 

His metal man walked for a long time. Eventually, the tall 
buildings fell away, and then they were underground in a 
long hallway not unlike the one the invisible hands had 
drawn him through. After some wrangling through what 
appeared to be a security checkpoint, they were eventually 
inside what could only be a spaceship. But it wasn’t the 
spaceship of television shows with rows of gleaming lights 
and a stout, interracial crew. This was a rust bucket. The 
floors were filthy with carpet so rundown the center strip 
was completely gone, showing the metal floor below. Each 


step his gleaming knight took reverberated through the hull. 
The walls were bare metal that was nothing short of 
disgusting. There were smudges, gouges, globs of all kinds 
of curious items, none of which looked like anything Jarrett 
recognized. 

He’d been stolen away from a Caribbean cruise for this? 
Either he had the most screwed-up dreams in the universe, 
or he’d been bought by a low-budget starman with barely 
two dimes to rub together. Eventually, his metal man got 
him where he wanted him, and he lowered Jarrett to his feet. 
Whatever he was standing on stuck to the bottoms of his 
feet, and he cringed as he wrapped the golden blanket 
tightly around him. From what he could see, it was the only 
clean thing in the entire ship next to his gleaming knight. 

“Why in the hell did you bring me to his shit heap?” 
Jarrett saw no reason not to let his new owner know he was 
displeased. Sucking up was for losers who didn’t know how 
to fight, which Jarrett did. If this was going to be his new 
home, his master was going to be thoroughly displeased 
that Jarrett wasn’t going to clean it up. 

Rather than answer, he turned away, walked out the 
door, then closed it behind him. 

Panicked, Jarrett moved as swiftly to the door as he could 
without stepping on anything. When he reached it he 
pounded with his fist. “Where the hell are you taking me?” 

He had a terrible gut feeling that the metal man had only 
been the messenger. He was hired to buy Jarrett to bring 
him to another. Oh, God. If whatever bought him couldn’t 
even afford decent transport, that didn’t bode well for Jarrett 
having a life of luxury. In his fantasies of his knight, he was 
always whisked away to a formidable castle high on a cloud- 
Shrouded mountain where any and all of his creature 
comforts were indulged. No one in their right mind fantasied 
about being abducted by a guy who lived in a garbage can. 
Not unless they had a totally unhealthy fascination for Oscar 
the Grouch on Sesame Street. 


Realizing that he wasn’t going to be let out for a while, 
Jarrett turned and assessed the room. No windows and only 
the one door made the area seem very small. His fear of 
enclosed spaces tried to take control of his sanity, but he 
pushed it away. If he could scuba dive, he could survive in 
here, too. 

His gaze roamed over what appeared to be random 
garbage. There were all kinds of empty, crushed containers, 
but he wasn’t certain what they’d once held. Food? He took 
a deep breath and smelled musty air, almost like it had 
been recycled a million times. 

“Oh, God.” His heart hitched, and he took a step back. 
Behind him, the door felt solid and held him up as raw terror 
shook his entire body. What if that thing didn’t breathe? 
They were going to go out into the vacuum of space where a 
machine would be perfectly fine but Jarrett wouldn’t. He was 
looking at what would essentially become his coffin. Dying 
below pristine waters would have been so much better than 
snuffing it here in a room filled with junk. 

Panic settled into his chest like wet sand that kept 
getting heavier with each breath. He thought he was going 
to die below azure-blue waters doing something he loved, 
but his mind had vomited up this entire bizarre scenario to 
taunt him with something he’d thought he’d always wanted. 
Romantic notions died hard, but this was simply cruel. Why 
would his brain do this to him? 

But that was the problem, wasn’t it? How could this be 
some weird brain fantasy when everything seemed so real? 
He felt the nasty, sticky carpet below his feet, and he 
smelled a weird, musty tang in the air. He saw nothing but 
filth filling a room, and then he heard what could only be the 
sound of an engine gearing up to take him out into the vast 
reaches of space. This wasn’t a dream, a fantasy, or a near- 
death experience. This was real. And it was totally terrifying. 

The panic he’d been staving off eventually had its way 
and infiltrated his every cell. His breathing rate rose so high 
he had gone beyond panting and he couldn’t get it to slow 


down. Since he didn’t have a paper bag, he tried breathing 
into his cupped hands, but that didn’t help. Eventually, he 
passed out and crumbled to the floor. 


* OK OOK x 


Jarrett woke up, but he kept his eyes closed. He wasn’t 
looking forward to having his worst fears realized. Dead, 
alive, or some strange place in between, he’d rather just lay 
here and not know for a while. But eventually, curiosity got 
the better of him, and he opened his eyes. 

He wasn’t in the junk room of the spaceship anymore, 
but he didn’t quite know where he was. Whatever he was 
lying on was sinfully soft, and the air smelled strangely 
sweet. Above him there was a roof made of thatch. By 
turning his head, he saw that there was a sky the color of 
pink frosting and the clouds were puffy turquoise. Sitting up, 
he climbed off the lounge and moved to the edge of an open 
veranda. 

“Now this is an alien world.” Everything was pink, blue, 
or purple. Delicate creatures that looked like jellyfish floated 
through the air, their stingers dangling. There was a fence 
around the place where he was, but there was a walkway 
that would take him down to what looked like a beach with 
blue sand and purple water. 

A gigantic bloom was near enough to the porch that he 
could almost reach out and touch it. Curious, he stretched 
out his arm, but it wasn’t quite close enough. 

“| wouldn’t do that. It’s probably hungry.” 

Jarrett turned and saw a man made of gold. Everything 
from his feet to the curve of his bald head was shimmering 
gold. Once he got over his initial surprise, he realized that 
his features were strong, angular, and very handsome. He 
seemed to be uncomfortable, which Jarrett thought was 
curious given that all of this was his idea. 

“Who are you?” 

“lam Ranic Vaidya.” 


“Are you the man who bought me?” He certainly didn’t 
look like the metal man who had taken him away, but then 
Jarrett noticed a heap of gleaming silver in the corner of the 
room. So, he did have a knight in shining armor. He just was 
a hell of a lot stranger than anything Jarrett had ever 
dreamed of. 

“lam.” He lifted his hand to the room behind and around 
him. “I hope we'll be comfortable here.” 

Jarrett refrained from commenting on that because as 
stunning and well appointed as the room seemed to be, 
there was only one big bed, and the implications of that 
were pretty clear unless he was supposed to sleep out here 
on the porch near the hungry flower. Either way, he was 
certain he wasn’t going to be comfortable with the whole 
idea of slavery. Even if his owner did turn out to be a total 
hottie. What really surprised Jarrett was how instant his 
attraction to this man was. Something about his gleaming 
appearance and his riveting, laser-blue eyes. He was 
basically human in shape. The only difference being the 
color of his skin and his utter lack of hair except for long 
eyelashes. 

“If you require anything, you have but to let me know.” 

The structure of his English was strange. “How is it that | 
can understand you and you can understand me when 
there’s no way we speak the same language?” 

“An implant in your brain. Such is common for slaves.” 

“I’m not a slave.” It was then that Jarrett realized his 
owner was wearing a swath of fabric that covered his hips 
while the only thing Jarrett wore was his collar. 

“You are.” Ranic sighed. “But you don’t have to be one 
the rest of your life.” 

Jarrett sensed a deal was coming, and he had a feeling it 
wasn’t something he was going to like because if this guy 
wanted something fun, he wouldn’t have to buy someone to 
do it for him. Or to let him do it to them. Jarrett remembered 
the probe sliding up his ass, and he shivered. Anal sex just 
wasn’t his thing. What irritated him was that he was already 


considering giving in so that he could be let go. How much, 
how hard, and how often would he have to take Ranic’s 
golden cock in order to earn his freedom? The mere thought 
of that made him feel like some kind of a whore. He 
shouldn’t have to endure sexual acts to get something back 
that no one had the right to take away from him in the first 
place. 

“| don’t know what the hell you’re thinking, but I’m not 
going to spread for you in the hopes of you setting me free.” 

Ranic tilted his head, considering Jarrett’s words. He had 
a feeling the translation device had to work overtime 
whenever he used any type of slang. 

Sighing, Ranic nodded, and then he wrapped one big, 
beautiful hand around a goblet. With the polished grace of a 
king, he lifted the cup to his lips, drank, then closed his 
eyes, savoring the liquid. When he was done, he opened his 
eyes, pinning Jarrett with the laser-blue orbs. Damn, but he 
should have been ugly because it would be a lot easier for 
Jarrett to be all indignant and hold to his freedom-first 
position if his owner were a hideous blob or something. But 
no. He had to get a golden-dipped Yul Brynner look-alike 
complete with the body of an Olympic swimmer. 

“I see there is some confusion already about what | 
want.” 

Jarrett waited, wondering if he was supposed to guess. 

“| don’t want to fuck you.” 

“No?” Jarrett crossed his arms, waiting for the punch line. 

“No.” Ranic poured two goblets full of the glittering liquid 
and brought one over to Jarrett. “I want you to fuck me.” 


Chapter 4 


Ranic was prepared to go through a series of ridiculous 
machinations to get what he wanted from his slave, but he 
decided at the last moment to simply make him a trade. 
When they were done, Ranic wouldn’t be able to keep him 
anyway, so why not simply offer out his freedom if he 
performed the services Ranic so desperately wanted? 

“You want me to fuck you?” Jarrett accepted the glass of 
Delutian glimmer wine, but he didn’t drink it. Instead, he 
washed his gaze all over Ranic’s form, making him acutely 
aware of how little he was wearing. “Why in the world would 
a gorgeous man like you have to hire a lover?” 

Flattered, Ranic found that the curious tugging toward 
this man he'd felt in the slave house was returning in 
greater force now that he was so near. “I would tell you, if 
you will sit with me.” He nodded to the table and chairs on 
the covered veranda. When Jarrett turned and walked that 
way, Ranic found his gaze drawn to his strong hips. Just 
watching him walk the short distance was almost hypnotic, 
probably because Ranic imagined that motion in far more 
vigorous activities. 

“Um.” Jarrett looked down at the chair and Ranic 
understood at once that his nudity presented some issues 
he hadn’t thought of. 

“Here.” From the small amount of goods Ranic had 
brought with him, he found another loincloth and handed it 
to Jarrett. Their fingers touched. A flare of attraction flowed 
up Ranic’s arm and burrowed deep into his brain. How had 
he been so lucky to find this creature? 

“Thank you.” Jarrett slung the cloth around his hips and 
then sat down. He pointed to his collar. “Can you take this 
thing off?” 

Ranic considered. 

“I’m not going to run since | have no idea where we are.” 
He looked around at the resort and shrugged. “I don’t 
imagine l’d get far wearing only this cloth around my hips.” 


Ranic set his glass on the table then stepped behind 
Jarrett. The metal of his collar was warmed by contact with 
his skin. It came off easily since the lock was keyed to 
Ranic’s touch. Once it was deactivated, he set it aside on 
the table. And then he did something he’d always longed to 
do. He lowered his head near to Jarrett and gently kissed his 
neck. Unsure what his reaction might be, he was pleasantly 
surprised when Jarrett tilted his head, giving him greater 
access. His skin was scented with fear and subtle traces of 
mustiness from the horrible ship Ranic had rented, but none 
of that mattered, because when his lips touched his flesh, 
the jolt of joy that slammed into the pleasure center of his 
brain had him hard in less than a second. His relief was so 
profound he had to cling to Jarrett’s shoulders so he didn’t 
fall to his knees. 

“Your touch is...different.” Jarrett didn’t sound upset, only 
mildly speculative. “You’re just a bit cooler, temperature- 
wise, than | am.” 

Ranic pulled away before he lost himself completely. It 
was unfair for him to place even wordless demands without 
stating his purpose and assuring himself of Jarrett’s consent. 
As much as he told himself he would make his slave obey, 
he found his resolve faltered as soon as he’d seen the 
kindness in Jarrett’s eyes. 

“| apologize. | simply couldn’t resist.” He moved to the 
other side of the table and sat so that they were facing one 
another. For some reason, he felt an entire quadrant away 
when he clearly wasn’t. The all too brief touch they shared 
made him famished for more. 

“It was a far cry from the feeling of you touching me 
while you were wearing your spacesuit.” Jarrett smiled and 
then peered into his glass of wine. 

“It’s quite safe for you. | had my computer check. | made 
sure everything here would suit you. If there is danger—like 
the flowers—I will tell you, but Aeirall is a resort world that is 
safe for the both of us.” It was also a discreet world where 
anyone could come and leave no trace of their visit, 


provided they paid enough money, which Ranic had. “l 
brought you here so that we wouldn’t have to worry about 
our surroundings.” 

Jarrett nodded and then took a tentative sip of his 
glimmer wine. Watching him purse his lips made Ranic 
wonder what they would feel like pressed against his neck, 
and then he startled when he thought of their lips touching. 
That forbidden act would just be a prelude to the others he 
wished to perform. Would they feel as good as he imagined, 
or was he only attracted to something illicit? 

“It’s really good. It’s tart, and kind of chocolaty.” 

“I’m glad you like it.” Ranic took another sip of his wine 
and then set it aside. He needed a little loosening up to talk 
about what he wanted, but not too much. “My world, Finoc, 
is very restrictive.” 

“You don’t have wine there?” 

“No, | mean, yes. We have wine. I’m talking about the 
rules regarding’ relations.”  Ranic felt a curious 
embarrassment having to explain about the limiting nature 
of his people. “My kind is extremely xenophobic.” 

“| don’t know what that means.” 

“On the surface of our world, we do not allow outsiders. 
When we are forced to travel to other worlds, we wear the 
suit that you saw me in yesterday.” Ranic pointed over his 
shoulder to the corner where he’d left his suit in a heap. 
“We tell people this is for reasons of gravity differences, but 
in reality it is because we do not care to be looked at by 
aliens.” 

Jarrett looked up and his expressive eyes widened. “No 
one knows what your kind looks like?” 

“They do not.” 

“But you've decided to show me.” 

“| have.” Ranic grabbed his wineglass and consumed the 
rest in one gulp. “I could be put to death for what I’ve 
already done. But it’s only the beginning of the wrongs | 
wish to commit.” He realized how dreadful that sounded. 


“Wrongs in the eyes of my people. However, to the bulk of 
the universe, what I’m hoping to do is rather common.” 

Leaning back in his chair, his features somewhat 
guarded, Jarrett seemed dubious about what Ranic’s 
ultimate goal might be. Still, his face was open, and his 
features expressed curiosity. That was good. If he could 
intrigue him, Ranic might be able to get him to do as he 
wished without using force of any kind. That was a relief to 
Ranic. He didn’t think he could put the collar back on this 
interesting man and punish him with electrical shocks when 
he didn’t behave. 

“There is only the one way on Finoc. Our rulers believe 
that there is always one best way to do something, and 
once that way is found, they are extremely resistant to 
anything different. Because of this, we have lagged behind 
the galaxy in terms of technological advancement and—” 
Ranic cut himself off. “None of that matters now. We do 
trade, but again, there are incredible restrictions.” 

“Is that what you do for your people? You trade goods?” 

“No. | am an asteroid miner. A blaster, to be specific.” 
Ranic explained about the huge scoops on the machines 
that he and his fellow workers fed asteroids into. 
“Sometimes they are too big, and we blast them apart so 
that they can be mined for minerals more efficiently. But my 
point is that my people are harsh to those who don’t follow 
the one true way.” 

“Okay, so, what kind of law breaking do you want to do 
here?” Jarrett smiled, flashing his very white teeth. He 
seemed to be enjoying himself immensely and had no fear 
of committing a grave sin. From what little Ranic had been 
able to learn about Earth, it wasn’t much wonder. Jarrett’s 
world was complex, varied, and unlike Finoc, it held more 
than one race. All who lived there were human, but they 
could be different in terms of skin color, eye color, height, 
and especially cultures. 

“I wish to break sexual laws.” 


“Right. You want me to fuck you.” Jarrett rose to fetch the 
bottle of wine. When he returned to the table, he filled both 
their glasses before he sat down. “I’m guessing that two 
men together is a big no-no on your world?” 

“It is punishable by death.” 

“Ouch.” 

“It is not humorous.” 

“No. Sorry. Really, it’s just—your people sound like some 
of the people on my world.” 

“Oh?” 

Jarrett sipped some wine and then nodded. “They think 
all gay people should be destroyed.” 

“Why?” Ranic knew his people held their belief for 
millions of years because of ingrained dogma, but he was 
curious about Jarrett’s people’s reasoning. 

“Eh.” He shrugged. “Some say it’s because they believe 
the word of God forbids it, but others say it goes against 
nature. | personally think they are simply afraid of what they 
don’t understand.” 

“Yes.” Ranic leaned across the table. “That is my 
thought, too.” 

Their gazes met and held. 

“Why didn’t you try to find a man like you? | mean, on 
your world, there must be other men who feel like you do. If 
there were enough of you, together you could change 
things.” 

Ranic nodded at how easy Jarrett made it sound when it 
was anything but. “I’m sure there are more Finoc men like 
me, but to even ask is to commit a crime. There is no subtle 
way of knowing, or signaling. | once thought—” Ranic cut 
himself off because he didn’t want to even speak the man’s 
name. To even say someone was of that way could damage 
them irreparably. “I was so desperate to know if what | felt 
was true. | saved everything | could to buy time here, to buy 
you, to rent the ship—all of it just for a brief encounter.” 

“Now it’s my turn to be flattered.” Jarrett laughed. “Or 
maybe not. Considering the ship was on the cheap side, | 


imagine | was, too.” 

“No one wanted you after that business with the probe.” 
Ranic realized after he spoke that what he’d said might hurt 
Jarrett’s feelings. “But | wanted you as soon as | Saw you.” 

“Yeah?” A slow smile spread across his face. “Why? | saw 
those other guys. All young, hot, and that first one clearly 
loved having a probe up his ass.” 

“There was fierce bidding for him.” Ranic recalled that 
first man very clearly. He had been young with blond hair 
and blue eyes, but there was something very arrogant about 
him that had put Ranic off right away. 

“Who won him?” 

“An enormous Krase warrior.” Ranic shivered. “I 
wondered how the two would fit together, but then the other 
Krase warrior fought to buy an even smaller slave. | do not 
know why.” 

“How did you know | liked men?” 

“I did not know.” Ranic sighed. “I actually thought you 
didn’t because of the probe. However, | thought since | 
wasn’t too different looking from your species that if | 
offered out your freedom, | might be able to make a trade.” 

“So you bought me without knowing if | would say yes. 
Then you spent your last dime to bring me to this very 
expensive world in a rust bucket of a ship all so | could fuck 
you a couple of times?” 

“I swear, | will give you your freedom if—” 

Jarrett lifted his hand, cutting Ranic off. “I’m not saying 
no. I’m just stunned that you had to go to that length to get 
what you wanted.” 

“What I think | want.” 

“Wait, what?” Jarrett peered intently at him over the rim 
of his wineglass. “You mean you don’t even know if you'll 
like sex with a man?” 

“How can | know when I’ve never touched another man 
until you?” 

“Good point.” Jarrett considered his wine but didn’t drink. 
“Did you touch me while | was knocked out on that lounge 


over there?” 

Ranic followed his head nod and looked at the reclining 
chair. “I touched only to put you on the recliner.” 

Lifting his gaze, Jarrett peered across the table at Ranic. 

Ranic felt oddly uncomfortable, as if Jarrett were probing 
him for the very deepest beliefs in his heart. For all he knew, 
he could be capable of such a curious feat. Humans were 
new to the greater galaxy. Rumors were already flying about 
what they could and couldn’t do. It would be a long time 
before all the facts were separated from the fiction. Until 
that time, Ranic decided he had to be careful and keep his 
wits about him. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Ranic had to ask 
because he’d never had anyone look at him in such a way 
and certainly no creature had ever given his suit such a 
Curious stare. 

“Because you are incredibly beautiful.” 

“lam?” Ranic was considered average on his world. 

“You are. Part of it is the sheer sparkle of your skin.” 

“Humans do not come in gold?” 

“No.” Jarrett laughed lightly. “Some are kind of golden 
brown, but you are actually metallic.” 

“It’s why | can’t go out in the sun without covering 
myself.” 

“Why?” 

“It conducts heat very easily, especially radiant heat 
from a star. When | saw you on the auction block, | was 
fascinated with your skin. It’s been darkened by a star, 
yes?” 

“Yeah.” Jarrett extended his arm and looked down. “I was 
in the Caribbean—a place kind of like this—on Earth. | was 
scuba diving.” 

As he explained, Ranic leaned closer. His world had 
nothing similar, except sometimes when he was in his 
trooper suit and in the depth of space he had strange 
imaginings that it was all underwater. 

“This is done for fun?” 


“Yeah. | did it to challenge myself, actually.” 

“I, too, enjoy a challenge.” 

Their gazes met and held, but this time there was more 
heat. Was it the wine? Or was there more to the attraction 
they obviously felt toward one another? 

“| would kiss you, if | may.” 

Jarrett laughed. “You may.” 

“Why do you laugh at me?” 

“Not at you.” Jarrett set his wine aside and rose. “I am 
just tickled by all of this. | think there’s a part of me that 
figures I’m going to wake up alone on the beach at the 
resort with a huge erection and dozens of chuckling tourists 
standing near.” 

“Ah. So this is like a dream to you?” When Jarrett offered 
out his hand, Ranic slipped his hand within his grip. His 
touch was warm, slightly moist, and firm without being 
grasping. 

“So far it’s been one of the best dreams I’ve ever had. 
What man wouldn’t enjoy being the object of a beautiful 
alien’s affections?” 

A timeless moment spun out. As Ranic stood, Jarrett 
moved close, holding his hand as he maneuvered their two 
bodies together. Contact stunned him with shivers of heat 
shooting over his skin and branding the feel of this most 
curious creature into his mind. When he’d first arrived, Ranic 
feared that all his money had been wasted, and he would 
end up having to return home broke and broken, but now he 
knew that for a very limited time, he would have exactly 
what he’d always wanted. 

Each movement he made closer to Jarrett pressed more 
intensity into his body. There had been social interactions 
with his own kind—females, of course—but he’d had no 
reaction to them at all. None noticed due to the heavy, 
protective clothing they wore, but Ranic knew. Other males 
talked about their hardening bodies and their eagerness to 
mate, but Ranic had only had such a reaction once, and that 
was when he'd looked at one of his male coworkers. 


After a long shift, they had stripped out of their trooper 
suits and immediately bathed to wash away any dust that 
may have strayed from their suits to their bodies. He had 
never noticed the other males until he’d seen one that 
caught his gaze and held it fast. Even now, Ranic refused to 
name him. To name him was to give credence to that 
terrible temptation. By indulging everything in this short 
time with Jarrett, who was so welcoming and relaxed, he 
would have the memories needed to see him through the 
rest of his life. By thinking of this Earthling, Ranic would be 
able to mate, have children, and put on a front of normality 
that would keep him safe. 

“You’ve never kissed anyone? Or have you kissed a 
female?” Jarrett cupped Ranic’s chin and traced his lower lip 
with his thumb. Each swipe across his flesh sparked 
sensations much lower. Ranic knew without looking that his 
cock was hard enough to rise and lift up the fabric of his loin 
cloth. 

“I’ve kissed your neck.” 

“Oh.” Jarrett closed his eyes, and a big smile transformed 
his features. “A virgin.” 

“Does that matter?” 

“No, it’s just sweet.” His eyes opened, and the fire that 
had been there was hotter now. Ranic swore he felt heat 
wash over him. “And very, very sexy.” 

Ranic didn’t bother to ask the same question of Jarrett. 
He knew he had kissed because he didn’t rush to lock his 
lips to Ranic’s. Only a man who had done an act before 
could be so relaxed to do so again. Ranic wanted to lean 
into him, to hurry him up, but he also wanted to enjoy the 
anticipation of the moment. Too soon their time would come 
to an end. As sad as that would make him, Ranic didn’t want 
to rush anything. 

Slowly, tenderly, Jarrett lifted Ranic’s chin as he brought 
their mouths closer. Glimmer wine made their breaths 
similar, but right before contact came, Ranic breathed 
through his nose so as not to blow into Jarrett’s mouth. He 


drew in a breath of his scent. It was foreign and excitingly 
different. Ranic hoped he smelled as good to Jarrett, and 
then all thoughts fled from his mind because Jarrett’s lips 
were against his. 

Indescribable. 

No words would ever be able to frame that moment so 
that Ranic could share what happened to him with someone 
else. Jarrett was at once kind yet commanding. He eased his 
way even closer so that their bodies touched everywhere 
they possibly could, and then Jarrett parted his lips. Another 
wash of tastes and sensations made Ranic reach for a hold 
only to find his hands clinging to Jarrett’s suntanned 
Shoulders. Warm and strong, Jarrett represented safety and 
knowledge that he would quite willingly share with Ranic. 

Their tongues touched, and Ranic’s hips flicked 
involuntarily, swiping his cock against Jarrett’s. They 
simultaneously moaned, and then Jarrett’s hand left his face 
to slide down his body to cup his hips. Reaching around, 
Jarrett palmed both of Ranic’s buttocks and pressed him 
tight while rocking his hips. 

Unable to take the pressure, Ranic tore his mouth away 
and uttered a cry of surrender. Jarrett gripped him tighter. 
His strong hands found the tie that held up Ranic’s loincloth 
and pulled it apart. Ranic felt Jarrett fumble at his own 
covering. Quickly, he’d rid them both of the fabric, removing 
the last scrap that separated them. Again, he found the 
contact indescribable. 

Another eager whimper escaped Ranic’s mouth as Jarrett 
rubbed their bare cocks together. The friction generated 
heat, and the urge to climax beat at the primitive part of 
Ranic’s brain. Just when he didn’t think he could take 
anymore stimulation, Jarrett forced his hand between their 
bodies, wrapped his fist around Ranic’s cock, and stroked up 
and down while sliding his tongue along Ranic’s in the same 
lusty rhythm. 

All thoughts left his mind, and Ranic became nothing but 
pure sensation. Jarrett continued to tease him until there 


was no turning back. Ranic had always known that he was 
right in his assessment of himself, but having that belief 
verified offered him a profound sense of relief. He craved 
the touch of another built like himself. As he felt his pleasure 
crest and the most shocking sensation of actual climax 
raced from his balls to spurt out the tip of his prick, he 
realized the terrible mistake he’d made. 

Now that he’d tasted the forbidden pleasures of love in 
another man’s arms, he would never be able to resolve 
himself to living a lie. 


Chapter 5 


Jarrett had never met another man who was so hungry 
for release. He didn’t know for certain, but he suspected 
that Ranic had never even handled himself, let alone 
allowed anyone else to touch him. In all respects he was a 
virgin. No kisses, no caresses, not even a self-induced 
orgasm session. Jarrett’s head was spinning. He’d done all 
kinds of things, in a bunch of different places, with plenty of 
sexy guys, but all of them paled next to this. There was 
something special about Ranic, and it had nothing to do with 
his untouched state. Or maybe it did. But mostly, Jarrett 
thought it had to do with the amazing hunger that simmered 
below the surface of Ranic’s golden flesh. 

Ranic’s climax was so hard his knees must have gone 
weak because he sagged against Jarrett. Letting go of his 
cock, Jarrett wrapped his arm tightly around Ranic’s waist 
and walked him over to the bed. There, he helped him down 
onto the mattress then joined him. Jarrett was still hard, but 
he could wait. Right now he wanted to make things as 
perfect as he could for Ranic. 

Gently, Jarrett kissed Ranic’s face and neck as he 
recovered from his release, the product of which was 
remarkably like the glimmer wine they had been drinking. 
Tiny golden sparkles were suspended in a clear, viscous 
fluid, making Jarrett feel as if he’d just jacked off a magical 
elf or something. His feelings of injustice at being spared 
death so he could become a slave were gone now. He 
understood why Ranic had done what he had. If Jarrett could 
make him happy for the time they had together then gain 
his freedom, he didn’t see the harm. The only concern he 
had was how to keep himself emotionally distant. Not that 
Jarrett wanted to be cold or indifferent, because he wasn’t, 
but he needed to keep his perspective. When their time 
together was over, they would go their separate ways 
because there was no way they could stay together, not 
with all the obstacles in their path. 


Slowly, Ranic recovered, and his eyes fluttered open. 
“Thank you.” 

“You're welcome.” Jarrett kissed his lips and then relaxed 
onto his side, watching the emotions that moved across 
Ranic’s features. There was a stunned kind of wonder that 
told Jarrett that Ranic had thoroughly enjoyed what they’d 
done, but there was a strange sadness, too. “Why are you 
sad?” 

Ranic startled and looked over at Jarrett. “I feel strangely 
vindicated that | was right about myself but disappointed, 
too, because that means | have a choice of living a lie or 
living outside my world.” 

Despite his efforts to keep his emotions at bay, Jarrett 
found himself feeling deeply for his golden alien. “I wish | 
could take you to my world.” Unable to endure looking into 
Ranic’s hopeless eyes, Jarrett rolled to his back, but reached 
out to hold Ranic’s hand. 

“Would we be welcomed there?” 

“By some. But | would have a devil of a time explaining 
why you were gold all the time.” Jarrett considered. “I guess 
| could tell everyone you’re a street performer.” 

“What’s that?” Ranic slipped his fingers in and out of 
Jarrett’s, weaving them together then working them apart in 
a rhythmic way that was remarkably soothing. 

“When I lived in So Cal, there was—well, still is, as far as 
| know—a place called Venice Beach. It’s right next to the 
Pacific Ocean. In a lot of ways it’s like this place, but it’s 
really crowded. People go there to shop and to play, and 
anyway, other people go there to perform. They do tricks, 
like with bikes, and then people give them money if they 
find them entertaining. There was a guy who was all silver, 
and what he would do was pretend to be a statue.” 

“He’d stand still and people would pay him for that?” 

“He was really good at it. He could stand so perfectly still 
that unsuspecting people going by didn’t even realize he 
was a real person until they got closer.” 

“Your world sounds strangely delightful.” 


“It is.” Jarrett wondered if after he gained his freedom 
he’d be able to go back there. Or if he would even want to. 
A long time ago, when he was in his twenties, he’d bummed 
around Europe with nothing but a backpack. Maybe he 
would do the same thing in the universe before picking a 
place to live. “You could pass for a street performer with 
your coloring.” 

“I do not think | could stand still for very long.” 

“We could have you do something else. Why, we could 
even be so bold as to tell people you were an alien and you 
could do some cool alien tricks.” Jarrett squeezed his hand. 
“Do you know any?” 

“Tricks?” 

“Yeah. Like, can you levitate things, read minds, anything 
like that?” 

“Not that I’m aware of.” Ranic chuckled, and the sound 
was a little rusty, almost as if he didn’t laugh very often. It 
made Jarrett want to find ways to make him laugh a lot 
more. “Wouldn’t they kill me?” 

“They wouldn’t believe you were really an alien.” 

“How do you know?” Ranic rose to his side, using his 
elbow to hold himself up so he could peer at Jarrett’s face. 
He managed to do this while keeping their hands clasped. 

“I know my own kind just like you know yours.” Jarrett 
laughed lightly. “The more fantastical the tale, the less likely 
they would be to believe it. They would find ways to pass it 
all off as a joke.” 

“Mine would kill you as soon as your foot touched the 
planet.” 

“That’s sad.” 

“It is. Because they would never know what they were 
missing by shutting everyone out. | don’t know if they ever 
will embrace the rest of the universe.” Ranic frowned, and 
then his gaze went lower on Jarrett’s body. “Oh! | forgot 
about you!” 

Jarrett looked down at his still very hard cock. “Don’t 
worry about it.” 


“But | don’t want you to think I’m selfish. I’m not. | 
Simply...” 

“It was your first time.” Jarrett reached over and stroked 
a finger along Ranic’s bottom lip. The passionate moan he 
made caused Jarrett’s prick to twitch. 

“Can | touch you?” 

“Go ahead.” Jarrett slipped his hands behind his head 
and relaxed so that Ranic could take his time and explore. 

Ranic sat up and started with Jarrett’s hair. He twined his 
fingers through it then leaned over to slip a few strands 
against his face. “It’s so very soft. Totally unlike the hair 
around your cock.” 

Jarrett grinned. He’d asked if Ranic had touched him 
while he’d been out and he’d said only to place him on the 
lounge, but if that were the case, he wouldn’t know his 
pubic hair was crisp and springy unlike his head hair. 

Ranic realized his mistake and flashed him a guilty look. 
“I was curious.” 

“I’m not upset. I’m giving you permission now, so touch 
me anywhere.” 

Ranic did just that. His big golden hands were 
everywhere, touching, stroking, rubbing, exploring. It was 
fascinating simply to watch Ranic’s features react to 
whatever sounds Jarrett made. After what seemed forever, 
Ranic finally focused his considerable attention on Jarrett’s 
cock. 

“It’s thicker around than mine, but mine is longer. And 
the hair is so dark, but your skin is whiter here.” 

“From my bathing suit.” 

Ranic looked up, his expression perplexed. 

“| don’t go naked in the sun. | keep that part covered.” 

“I see. So it doesn’t burn.” Ranic cupped his hand around 
the shaft and held very still, almost as if he were taking 
Jarrett’s pulse from his prick. And then he lowered his face 
very close and kissed the crown of his cock. 

Jarrett’s hands tightened on the back of his head. 


When Ranic extended his tongue and licked him, Jarrett 
gasped and squeezed every muscle in his chest. By the time 
Ranic pulled the tip into his mouth, Jarrett was about to 
levitate himself off the bed altogether. Since Ranic’s body 
temperature was lower, his mouth was several degrees 
cooler than the throbbing heat of Jarrett’s prick. The 
contrast was richly unique, and Jarrett did his best to hold 
still even though he desperately wanted to rock his hips. 

For a novice, Ranic had one hell of a technique. He didn’t 
rush or try to compel Jarrett to climax. He seemed content 
to keep his cock hard as steel and simmering right at the 
cusp of no return. Intuitively, Ranic sensed when Jarrett was 
nearing that precipice, and he pulled him back. Or maybe it 
wasn’t intuition. Perhaps Ranic had some extra alien sense 
that allowed him to know exactly what Jarrett wanted 
without him having to ask. 

Gently, Ranic worked his hand around Jarrett’s balls, 
cupping them and squeezing them lightly. Again, he seemed 
to know just how hard and firm to press before his touch of 
pleasure would turn to pain. Writhing in the torment of 
ecstasy, Jarrett reached for his beautiful partner and coaxed 
him to invert his body on the bed. Now they were able to 
stroke and suck one another. Even though Ranic was far 
behind in the teased department, Jarrett knew more tricks, 
and he caught him up fast. Soon, both of them were ready 
for release. 

Eager to taste him, Jarrett sucked the smooth tip of 
Ranic’s cock into his mouth and twisted his tongue around 
as he stroked the shaft. When Ranic performed the same 
motions on his prick, they both started moaning and 
groaning in earnest. Climax was so terribly close, and then 
in concert they came. Jarrett was lost in the feel of Ranic’s 
mouth hungrily drinking him as he reveled in Ranic’s flavor. 
It was utterly indescribable. It was cooler than the heat of 
his mouth and reminded him of the texture of melting ice 
cream, but the flavor was uniquely his own. Sweet, salty, 


and soothing, Ranic’s release was so luscious Jarrett was 
disappointed when Ranic stopped climaxing and rolled away. 

For a long time they each were on their backs, 
recovering, then Ranic reached for him and Jarrett slipped 
his hand into Ranic’s. For some reason, that very small 
gesture touched Jarrett deeply. It was the caress of a lover, a 
friend, and a man seeking reassurance that he had given as 
well as he had gotten. Jarrett hoped his touch conveyed that 
the answer was a resounding yes. What in the world had 
made him think that he could show this stunning alien the 
magic of sexual contact and feel nothing in the process? 
They had just barely started, and already Jarrett knew it was 
too late. All of his being—mind, body, and soul—was fully 
engaged. 


Chapter 6 


“Do you want to walk down to the water’s edge?” Ranic 
couldn’t believe he felt so nervous. He’d shared an 
incredible interlude with Jarrett, yet he felt as if they were 
on a first outing as a destined-to-be-joined pair. It seemed 
the more he tried to escape his world’s ways, the more they 
crept into his psyche. 

Jarrett looked out at the darkness. “No moon?” 

“It’s on the other side of the world. Later it will rise.” 

He sighed as he looked toward where the pathway 
disappeared into the shadows. “We should have gone during 
the day when we could see everything.” 

“I cannot endure starlight.” Ranic stroked a finger over 
his chest, watching with pride as Jarrett followed his gesture 
with hungry eyes. “It makes me overheat. That’s why my 
kind is nocturnal.” 

“Oh.” 

“So you do not wish to go?” Ranic was trying to 
remember what else was in the resort that they could do 
during the evening hours. He knew there were many 
activities, but all he could think to do was to go back on the 
bed and play there. 

“I do want to go down to the beach. It will be fun. Just 
warn me if there are hungry flowers around.” 

Matching his grin, Ranic offered, “They are only out 
during the day, so we’re safe now that it’s night. Since 
Aeirall caters to creatures from all over the universe, they 
have activities all the time.” 

“So we won't have the beach to ourselves?” Jarrett was 
fingering one of the extra blankets at the bottom of the bed. 

“We are assured of privacy.” 

“Why?” 

“Because of me being a Finoc. | paid extra so that only 
you would see me.” 

“Oh, right. Those planetary restrictions.” Jarrett grinned. 

“Why does privacy matter?” 


“You'll see.” Jarrett smiled and then wiggled his 
eyebrows. 

It took a moment for the translator to tell him that Jarrett 
was flirting with him. Ranic smiled back at him, but since he 
didn’t have brows, he wiggled his nose, which made Jarrett 
laugh as he hooked his arm with Ranic’s. 

“Should we take anything else?” Ranic considered that 
they had another bottle of wine and some unusual treats. 

“I think we should.” Jarrett looked around, found a basket 
that would suffice, then proceeded to fill it with all kinds of 
things. “lIl carry this. You carry the blanket.” 

“And we can still hold hands.” 

They did just that then made their way off the open 
veranda, down the steps, and into the sand. During the day 
it was blue, but at night it was as black as everything else. 
Unlike Finoc, there were no city lights on Aeirall that would 
give them any kind of illumination. Still, there was some 
very faint light from the stars, and that was enough for 
Ranic’s eyes to see by. 

Jarrett pressed in a little closer. “I swear, | can’t see 
anything at all. You?” 

“| can see fairly well.” 

“You're kidding.” 

“It’s the structure of my eyes.” Ranic explained about 
how he was able to take a minimal amount of reflected light 
and amplify it. 

“Just don’t let go of my hand.” 

“I| won’t.” Ranic didn’t ever want to let go. He might be 
leading Jarrett right now, but he felt safe for the first time in 
his life. Jarrett just made things easy. If things were left to 
Ranic, he’d still be back in the room fussing over what to 
bring. But Jarrett just grabbed what he thought they might 
want and figured if they needed something else, they could 
always go back. He made it seem easy, where Ranic would 
be berating himself for forgetting something when Jarrett 
was right—their room wasn’t that far away. 


“I can hear the water.” Jarrett took a deep sniff. “Hey, it 
smells sweet.” 

“It is.” 

“You mean to tell me that rather than a salty ocean, like 
on Earth, this one has sugar in it?” 

After a moment for the translator to work, Ranic 
squeezed his lover’s hand. “Not sugar like what you're 
thinking, but there’s a mineral that dissolves in the water 
and makes it taste and smell sweet.” 

“Can we go swimming?” 

Ranic hesitated. He had never gone swimming before, 
and in the dark he wasn’t sure that if there was a problem 
Jarrett could find him and save him. “Why don’t we just 
wade until the moon comes up and there’s more light?” 

“Smart.” Jarrett leaned close and then worked his way up 
from Ranic’s neck to his mouth. When he found his target, 
he kissed him long and hard. Somehow, the basket and the 
blanket got tossed in the sand and he was in Jarrett’s arms. 
Already it began to feel like a totally natural place for him to 
be. After kissing him almost breathless, Jarrett grasped his 
hand and pulled him toward the water’s edge. 

“| love that feeling.” Jarrett tilted his head back and 
seemed as content there as he would be anywhere. 

“What feeling?” 

“Digging my toes in the wet sand and trying to hold on to 
it as the surf steals it away bit by bit.” 

Ranic gripped the sand with his toes, but when the water 
washed down the shore and back out to sea, it tickled so 
much his toes automatically let go. 

“You are far too ticklish.” 

“I think it’s because I’ve not felt so many curious 
sensations.” Like the feel of Jarrett’s mouth around his cock. 
Even remembering that astonishing sensation made him 
Shiver. 

“Are you cold?” 

“No. Just thinking of what we did.” 

“So are you still glad you bought me?” 


“I am. But I’m sad, too.” 

“Why?” 

“Because eventually l'Il have to let you go, and | don’t 
think | want to.” 

Jarrett didn’t say anything for a long time, and Ranic 
thought he might have made him worry that he wouldn’t 
hold true to his word and let him go when their time was up. 
Before he could explain, Jarrett turned to him, pressed him 
close, and whispered, “I don’t think | want you to, either.” 

Stunned, and so desperately hopeful, Ranic pressed as 
close to him as he could get. Just like before, the contact 
sent his senses spinning. At the height of the arousing press 
of flesh, Ranic retreated just a bit. What if Jarrett were only 
saying and doing all the right things to gain his freedom? 
Ranic clung to his shoulders, loving the power of his alien 
form, but he cautioned himself again that this was a time for 
fantasy fulfillment. Lovers said things and did things in the 
heat of the moment that were meaningless after the 
pleasure was spent. Ranic had to find a way to remind 
himself that this was not real. Jarrett would never be his for 
longer than this far too brief interlude. 

“Sit down with me.” Jarrett used his powerful hands to 
guide Ranic down into the surf. It was almost the same 
temperature as his body, which meant it must be a little on 
the cold side for Jarrett, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

“Are you cold?” Ranic didn’t want to think of him 
suffering even a little. 

“A bit.” Jarrett pulled Ranic into his lap. “You can warm 
me up.” 

“But | am colder than you.” 

Jarrett chuckled and then placed his hands against 
Ranic’s buttocks, drawing him near. “There are many ways 
to make heat.” 

Since Jarrett was sitting cross-legged in the surf, Ranic 
had his legs spread around him, so when he pulled him even 
closer, Ranic’s cock pressed into Jarrett’s belly as Jarrett 


angled his cock down so that he rubbed up between Ranic’s 
buttocks. 

Now that the moment for penetration had come, Ranic 
wasn’t so sure any more that he wanted to go through with 
things, especially after feeling how thick Jarrett’s prick was. 
He’d thought this was what he wanted, but what they had 
done with their mouths was so incredibly fulfilling that 
maybe he didn’t have to go any further than that. 

“Okay, calm down.” Jarrett lifted his hands from Ranic’s 
buttocks and slid them up and down Ranic’s back in 
soothing motions. “I felt you tense up when you felt my cock 
pressed up against you.” 

In the dark, Ranic watched as Jarrett moved him back so 
that they were looking at one another. It was curious 
because he knew Jarrett couldn’t see him, but he considered 
him as if he could. Perhaps he could see him in another way. 
Not with his eyes, but maybe with the feel of his body. 

“I wanted to sit in the surf and let our bodies grow 
accustomed to the feel of the other. No more than that.” 
With startling accuracy, Jarrett lifted his hand and cupped 
Ranic’s face. He didn’t fumble at all. Even without being 
able to see, Jarrett knew exactly where Ranic was in the 
dark. “I’m in no hurry. Ever. You'll find that’s one of the most 
annoying things about me.” 

“How is you not being in a hurry annoying?” 

“It can be to someone who’s always in a rush. Are you in 
a rush?” 

“No.” Ranic let out a sigh that was loud enough to 
overshadow the surf. “I was scared.” 

“| could tell.” 

“How?” 

“I can’t see you, but | can feel you.” Jarrett leaned 
forward, and his lips landed against Ranic’s perfectly. The 
kiss ranged from sweet to savage, making Ranic forget all 
his trepidation. “Besides, remember that | am your humble 
servant.” 


Ranic frowned because he didn’t like the idea of bossing 
Jarrett around. “Please don’t remind me.” 

“Why?” Jarrett’s stroking hands now made a wider path 
from the nape of Ranic’s neck to where his buttocks split 
apart. Each time he moved down, he dipped lower between 
them until he was teasing the pads of his fingers against 
Ranic’s puckered flesh. 

“Because | don’t—l won’t—I wish | hadn’t done this!” 
Ranic extricated himself from Jarrett’s grip and moved away 
from him. 

“Please don’t leave me here. | can’t see, remember?” 

Ranic wanted to run and hide and have time to reassess 
himself, but leaving Jarrett out here was cruel. Recognizing 
that he owed him passage back to their shared cabin, Ranic 
stepped out and took Jarrett’s hand. “I'll lead you back.” 

“Just take me to where we dropped our stuff.” 

Ranic did, and he watched with curious detachment as 
Jarrett spread the blanket out and then sat down upon it. He 
pulled items out of the basket and, using only his nose and 
his hands, tried to identify them. 

“I’m leaving.” 

“Okay.” 

Ranic stood there, nonplussed. “You won’t be able to see 
your way back.” 

“You said the moon would rise, so eventually l'Il be able 
to.” Jarrett seemed completely unperturbed. In fact, he 
popped open the bottle of glimmer wine and drank directly 
from the bottle. 

“I need to think.” Ranic wanted to be alone almost as 
much as he didn’t want to leave Jarrett. Torn, he stood there 
waiting for Jarrett to make his mind up for him. 

“Okay.” Jarrett waved in the general direction Ranic was 
standing and then proceeded to drink half the bottle of 
wine. 

Frustrated, Ranic turned on his heel and left Jarrett there 
on the beach. He walked swiftly back to the cabin and then 
stood on the veranda. Instead of thinking about what he 


wanted to do, he found himself thinking about Jarrett. Why 
wasn’t he angry? Didn’t he care that Ranic might be 
debating whether or not to follow through with their deal? 

“PIL tell him that | have changed my mind, and if he 
doesn’t do what | bought him for, | won’t let him go.” Ranic 
thought that sounded totally unfair. “It doesn’t matter. | own 
him. If | choose not to let him finish, then | can say that he 
can't go.” 

At that, Ranic realized he was already looking for excuses 
not to give Jarrett his freedom. It wasn’t fair, and he knew 
that, but he didn’t care. He wanted to keep him. If they 
never finished, if Jarrett didn’t penetrate him, then their deal 
could not be completed, and Jarrett couldn’t ever leave him. 
However, that scenario left Ranic with the perplexing 
problem of how would he keep him? Most slave owners had 
lots of money and property so that they could use their 
Slaves in more than one way. There were those with a vast 
array of sexual slaves, but again, they were wealthy enough 
to have a place for them to live. They provided their thralls 
with everything, like that Krase warrior with the scary tattoo 
on his face. No doubt he had an entire planet to keep his 
coveted slave on. Ranic had nothing but a tiny cell in the 
asteroid-stripping ship. And even that wasn’t his since he 
only rented it. He owned his trooper suit and that was all. 

What if he sold it? 

He considered the heap of gleaming silver in the corner 
of the room. The very idea made his entire body tremble. If 
he sold his suit, he would have nothing to hide in. He would 
have to show his face to the world. Or would he? What if he 
simply found another way to hide? Jarrett’s idea of hiding in 
plain sight came back to him. Perhaps he could go to Earth. 
He had no idea what his suit was worth, but there were 
collectors who paid a tremendous amount of money for the 
strangest things. Surely, there was someone out there who 
would pay a fortune to have an actual Finoc trooper suit. 
With the money he made from that, he could have clothing 


fashioned that would cover him from head to toe, and then 
he and Jarrett could go anywhere. 

“Provided he actually wants to stay with me.” Ranic 
found it unlikely a man like Jarrett would want to be with him 
if he reneged on their deal. He was not well suited in 
temperament to being a slave. Jarrett was more suited to 
being in charge rather than being a follower. Besides, after 
his rude behavior, Ranic doubted Jarrett would even still be 
on the beach. 

Heart pounding, Ranic returned to their spot only to 
discover Jarrett was right where he’d left him. As if he 
sensed he was there, Jarrett lifted the bottle of glimmer wine 
and offered it out. “Want some?” 

“I want you.” 

Jarrett looked right at him and smiled. “Good. It’s 
mutual.” 

“No. Well, yes, in that way, too. But | meant that | wish to 
be with you in a different way. Not just for now.” Ranic 
settled down in the sand right in front of Jarrett. “I want you 
to stay with me.” 


Chapter 7 


“Like | said, it’s mutual.” Jarrett knew he should stop and 
think about what he was saying, but he had to trust his 
instincts. When Ranic had gotten all terrified and run off, 
he’d known exactly what was going on in his head. He knew 
because he was older and had so much more experience. 
Jarrett also knew when his heart was already lost. How 
funny that he’d never fallen completely in love on his own 
planet with his own kind. He had to come out into the wild, 
crazy galaxy and fall for a glittering, golden alien with a 
shyness factor of about twenty million. Still, he knew none 
of that was what drew him to Ranic. It was Ranic himself. 

“Are you sure?” 

“lam.” Jarrett took another sip of the wine then handed 
the bottle to Ranic. “About eight years ago | got this crazy 
impulse to learn how to scuba dive. It went against 
everything | thought | knew about myself. | hated enclosed 
spaces. Claustrophobia—that’s what my world calls it. 
Having that curious affliction is what made me pass out on 
your ship. Anyway, despite that, | trusted my gut and took 
my first lesson. It was in a pool and totally safe. | figured I’d 
freak out and be ripping the heavy equipment off my back 
after two seconds in the water. But | didn’t. | loved it. And 
I’ve taken two trips every year since the day | was certified.” 

“It’s what you were doing when you were taken to be a 
Slave?” Ranic took a pull from the bottle and then handed it 
back. 

“Yeah. It was a beautiful spot...” Jarrett trailed off, and 
Ranic let him. “My point is that | did something that at the 
time seemed completely illogical because something inside 
me was telling me to go for it.” Jarrett leaned close to Ranic, 
sensing where he was rather than seeing him in the 
darkness. “I’m feeling that same type of impulse toward 
you.” 

Ranic was silent, and Jarrett wondered if perhaps he’d 
said too much, but then Ranic’s arms were around him, 


knocking him back onto the blanket. Once they got their 
limbs untangled, they pressed their lips pressed together 
and their tongues dueled as they stretched out, grinding 
their bodies hard against one another. 

Whatever trepidation Ranic felt was gone now. Maybe he 
realized that Jarrett wasn’t about to rush him into finishing 
what they’d started because there really wasn’t any end to 
it. Not if they did it right. Still, Jarrett tried to slow things 
down just a bit because he still wanted to make everything 
perfect for Ranic. 

“I had this idea of how we can stay together.” Ranic 
spoke between kisses as his hands continued to explore 
Jarrett’s body with utter fascination. 

“Yeah? Are you going to sell me?” Jarrett was kidding, but 
Ranic withdrew rather sharply. He didn’t have to see him to 
know that he’d inadvertently hurt him. “I’m sorry, that was a 
stupid thing to say. | was trying to be funny.” Gripping his 
head, pulling him close, Jarrett swore he would think more 
before speaking. “I Know you would never do that.” 

“| wouldn’t. | was going to sell my trooper suit.” 

“But then how will you stay covered from the sun? Sorry, 
starlight.” He had to remember that out here in the big old 
universe there were lots of stars, so saying the sun was 
meaningless. 

“I have seen travelers from other planets who wear 
clothing that covers them completely. | think it might work 
for me.” 

“Like a vampire.” Jarrett chuckled and then explained 
what that was. 

“They drink blood?” 

“They aren’t real.” 

“They are.” Ranic rolled Jarrett onto his back then 
straddled his hips. “On Xearzans, there are humanoid 
creatures who live on the blood of the living. They are very 
tall and thin.” 

“White?” 

“More gray.” 


“Maybe they’ve visited Earth and that’s how so many 
cultures have come to write about something like them.” 
Jarrett was beginning to wonder if all those hokey stories 
he’d heard about alien abductions might be true. Well, not 
all of them, but some of them might be. It certainly turned 
out aliens had a fetish for butt probes. 

“If we were to go to Earth, could you find us lodgings and 
food?” 

“I could. | would.” Jarrett tried to imagine how that would 
work. “Do we eat the same things?” 

“I am well suited to eat almost any protein. What might 
be at issue is the plants. Some plants are toxic to me, as | 
imagine some of the plants | eat would be toxic to you. But 
we could learn.” 

“What if something happened to you?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Like if you were injured. | couldn’t take you to a regular 
doctor.” Just imagining Ranic being hurt and Jarrett unable 
to render aid made him feel a surge of panic. 

“How likely am | to be injured?” Ranic sat up, his tight 
buttocks pressing firmly against Jarrett’s prick. “Is your 
world fraught with dangers?” 

“No. Not really. It’s just that shit happens.” Jarrett 
thought over all the scrapes, bumps, and bruises he’d had 
over a lifetime. He’d never gone to the doctor beyond an 
occasional checkup, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t 
have need of one in the future. Just what would he say when 
the doctor noticed Ranic’s golden paint didn’t come off? “We 
don’t know if the bacteria might get into your wound and 
just ravage you.” 

“There are foreign bacteria all around us here.” Ranic’s 
hands left Jarrett’s chest, so he knew he was pointing at the 
land around them. “We carry enough of our own to fight 
them off.” 

It made sense, but Jarrett worried that eventually all his 
bacteria would die and then he’d be slowly taken over by 
the new bacteria. But then again, neither one of them were 


experts in intergalactic travel. Surely, if people—or aliens— 
did it all the time, then it must be safe. He knew just on 
Earth someone could go from one country to another and 
have issues with bacteria that were irritating but not deadly. 
Perhaps the same was true out here. 

“I think you would adapt. Travelers journey all over the 
universe, but I’ve never heard of anyone succumbing to 
foreign bacteria.” Ranic lowered his upper half so they were 
pressed close again. “There are issues with air, 
temperature, edibles, but those are issues that can be 
addressed in other ways.” 

“So basically you’re saying I’m a worrywart.” 

“Yes. But it is sweet that you worry about me, so | am not 
upset.” 

“Good.” Jarrett kissed him and then wrapped his arms 
around his shoulders. “Then I will stop worrying until | have 
something worth getting in a twist over.” 

They fell to kissing and teasing one another until the 
moon started to rise over the water. Through the Aeirall 
atmosphere, the moon was deep pink, almost fuchsia, and it 
turned the blue sand purple and purple water amethyst. 

“I’ve never seen anything so stunning.” It was smaller 
than Earth’s moon, and it wasn’t all the way full. A tiny 
crescent was still dark, which made it look oblong and 
interesting. 

Sitting side by side, they watched it rise until it was quite 
high in the sky. As it went up, the brightness of it dimmed 
the surrounding stars until only the moon was visible. 

“I wish | had a camera.” 

“A device to record this? Why?” Ranic weaved their 
fingers together and then apart again, just as he had in bed. 
It was such a curious motion that was at once soothing yet 
arousing. 

“To remember this moment.” Because Jarrett thought it 
was one of those romantic events that he wanted to 
remember forever. 

“Just close your eyes and there it is.” 


Jarrett laughed and then turned to look at Ranic. The 
reflected light had turned him a stunning shade of golden 
purple. 

“Why do you do that?” 

“What?” 

“Each time you stroke your hand over my shoulder you 
look at your fingers.” 

“Oh, that.” Jarrett shook his head, laughing at his own 
folly. “Each time | touch you I think l'Il get sparkles on my 
hand. Isn’t that silly?” 

“No.” Ranic straddled his body and settled lightly against 
his crossed legs. “If you are very nice to me, | can give you 
a handful of sparkles.” 

It didn’t take Jarrett long to figure out what he meant. “l 
think I’d like sparkles all over my belly.” 

“I can do that, too.” Ranic moved closer until his cock 
was rubbing gently against Jarrett’s stomach. 

Just as he had in the water, Jarrett teased his fingers 
along his back and then down into the crevice of his ass. He 
did this very slowly so as not to make Ranic think he was 
just going to pounce. Besides, teasing him was almost like 
playing a musical instrument. A touch here, a kiss there, a 
gentle nibble—each move caused Ranic to utter a different 
noise. All of it was the music of sex, and each note lifted 
Jarrett higher. As much as he wanted to bury himself in 
Ranic, he also wanted to delay the moment. Anticipation 
was the most powerful aphrodisiac in the universe no matter 
the species. 

“Please. Now. | do not wish to delay anymore.” Ranic 
squirmed desperately against Jarrett and then reached 
under, grasped Jarrett’s cock, and angled it toward his body. 

“Whoa. No.” Jarrett lifted him off his lap and almost 
laughed at the furious look on Ranic’s face. “Don’t get angry 
with me. If | would have tried to enter you just then, you’d 
be howling in pain.” 

Ranic frowned and then cast a dubious eye at Jarrett’s 
prick. “It’s not that big.” 


“Ooh, what a burn!” Jarrett did laugh this time then 
fished around in the basket. “It’s not the size, my good sir, 
but the fact that we didn’t have any lube.” 

“Oh.” Ranic looked down and then back up. If he was 
wired differently, he probably would be blushing. Hell, 
maybe he was and Jarrett just couldn’t tell because he was 
glowing purple and gold. “Are you angry with me?” 

“That you're desperate to get my cock in you? No way.” 
Jarrett crawled toward him until he had him pinned on the 
blanket. “I like that you’re all frantic and horny.” 

“Horny?” Ranic didn’t have eyebrows, but he had mobile 
ridges of flesh above his eyes, and they drew together when 
he was perplexed. 

“It’s a slang term for extremely aroused.” 

“Ah. | like passionate better than horny.” 

“Then passionate you shall be.” Jarrett slid between his 
legs, balancing his weight on his arms. He gently kissed 
Ranic’s neck. 

“I can put that on for you.” Ranic grabbed for the lube, 
but Jarrett tucked it out of reach. 

“Don’t be in a hurry.” 

“But I’ve waited a lifetime.” 

“| know.” Jarrett kissed the tip of his nose. “That’s why a 
few moments more aren’t going to matter.” 

“But—” 

“I want to make this so good for you.” 

“It already is.” Ranic frowned, and then his gaze 
softened. “What was your first time like?” When Jarrett 
didn’t answer, Ranic relaxed against the blanket. “It’s okay. | 
understand if you want to rewrite your history while writing 
mine.” 

“I like that way of looking at it.” Jarrett smiled and 
nuzzled Ranic’s upper body. 

“Will you tell me?” 

“My first time? Well, it wasn’t horrible, but it wasn’t like 
this.” Jarrett looked around again and realized they basically 
had the place to themselves for miles. “It was just fast. We 


were drunk, and he wouldn’t even look at me after. And it 
hurt a lot more than | thought it would. It’s probably why | 
didn’t like that probe on stage.” Ever since then Jarrett had 
been firmly in the camp of giving but not receiving. 

“l'm sorry.” 

“Me, too.” Jarrett lowered himself down a bit more, but 
he was still careful to keep the bulk of his weight off Ranic 
by using his arms. They were the same size, but he still felt 
bigger since he was on top. “I just want you to always look 
back at this day, no matter how old we get or how long 
we’re together, and remember how special it was.” 

“I will.” Ranic reached up and twined his fingers in 
Jarrett’s hair. “I will always smile when I think of this day.” 

“Even when I’m all old and doddering, you'll remember 
me here in the prime of my life?” 

“Iwill.” 

Jarrett froze for a moment, thinking of a dozen totally 
irrelevant thoughts such as how Ranic would age, if they 
would grow apart if they aged differently, or if they couldn’t 
make things work, or if they somehow grew disenchanted 
with one another. There were so many things that could 
happen. So many things that could go wrong. He’d never 
really tried to make it work before. He'd never really 
invested himself and swore to do all he could to stay 
together through thick and thin. The way Ranic said / will 
made Jarrett think of wedding vows and saying / do. It was 
madness. Surely, they could legally be married somewhere 
in the universe, but they really didn’t know one another. He 
hadn't even had sex with him yet. Not all the way, at any 
rate. Wanting to get married first was the height of crazy. 

“Call me crazy.” Jarrett peered down at Ranic’s open 
face. In his eyes, he saw a future. If he could literally take 
the plunge and learn to scuba dive against all his misgivings 
because he felt the truth in his bones, then this could be 
right, too. 

“Do you really wish for me to call you crazy?” 

“No. | want you to call me husband.” 


“What does that mean?” 
“It means | want—no, | need—to do something before we 
can go further with this.” 


Chapter 8 


“This is crazy.” Ranic clutched Jarrett’s hand. Oddly, 
Jarrett’s hand was cold while Ranic’s hand was hot. It was 
the exact opposite of how they normally were. Jarrett said it 
was nerves, and even though Ranic hadn’t been subjected 
to nerves before, he wasn’t surprised to find he was now. 
Since meeting Jarrett, he’d found himself experiencing all 
kinds of new and mostly wonderful things. 

“What did | tell you?” Jarrett lifted their bound hands and 
kissed the back of Ranic’s. 

“On the beach, you told me to call you crazy, but then 
you wished for me to call you husband. Now | am not so 
sure that | can do this.” Ranic stood on the threshold of not 
only the chapel, but also a major life change. He already 
knew he wanted to be with Jarrett, and he would do what he 
had to do to make that happen, but this was strangely 
intimidating. “This isn’t like breaking the taboo of sex with 
another male. This is like that times—times—times a very 
big number.” 

Jarrett cupped his chin and turned his head so they were 
staring into one another’s eyes. “If you don’t want to make 
this commitment to me, you must say so now. Don’t do this 
to please me if it’s not what you want.” 

“I want you. | will stand up there and mean what | say.” 
Of that, Ranic had not one doubt in his soul. “What I’m 
afraid of is being visible.” 

“What?” 

“You show your face all the time. | have only shown my 
face to you.” Ranic adjusted the curious clothing again. 
They’d bought the suits and other items at the resort. 
Luckily, he’d been able to bill it to his room and cover it with 
his deposit. He wore a stunning jacket in dark purple that 
was crafted of fabric so light it practically floated around 
him. It was open down the center, showing off his bare 
chest. The pants were the same color and fabric, but the 
hems of the pant legs were gathered at his ankle. When 


Jarrett had seen them, he called them genie pants, and his 
almost instant erection told Ranic that the cut, color, and 
style was most flattering, but showing his face... 

“I’m sorry.” Jarrett pulled him back from the entrance to 
the chapel. “I didn’t think that you are always in that 
enormous metal suit.” Jarrett looked around as if he would 
find something to make Ranic more comfortable. Jarrett’s 
suit was the same style and cut, but the color was the most 
stunning dark blue. To Ranic’s gaze, it flattered his bronze 
Skin perfectly. 

Both of them wore soft sandals on their feet and nothing 
else. Since Ranic was used to his enormous metal suit, he 
felt positively naked. 

“I can do this, but | need to know...” Ranic trailed off 
because he wasn’t certain what was holding him back, 
exactly. He wanted to break with not only his world, but his 
entire restrictive culture. However, as much as he wanted to 
cut all ties, the idea of turning his back on them never to 
return was truly terrifying. Finoc was all he knew. 

“I will never, ever leave you of my own free will.” 

Ranic turned and considered Jarrett anew. 

“| swear that | will stand by you always. Through thick 
and thin, through rich or poor, happy or miserable, whatever 
this massive universe can throw at us, | Swear we are going 
to make our way through it all together.” Jarrett again lifted 
their bound hands, but this time he released Ranic’s, 
unfolded it, and then kissed the center of his palm. “I have 
never felt this way about anyone until | met you.” 

A surge of intense passion made Ranic utter a cry of 
surrender. He couldn’t say no to Jarrett. Not when he was 
willing to commit himself so deeply, so fully. “I believe you.” 

“Good.” Jarrett considered. “We can cover you if you 
wish, or we can have the minister avert his eyes. Which 
would make you feel more comfortable?” 

Ranic drew a deep breath and considered. “Neither.” 

Jarrett’s dark brows drew together in confusion, not 
anger. 


“I must get used to showing my face, so | will start here, 
today.” Ranic drew a fortifying breath. 

A slow smile of understanding and acceptance lifted the 
edges of Jarrett’s sensual lips. “Good. Because you have a 
beautiful face.” 

“Do |?” Ranic was genuinely curious. All he’d ever seen 
was his own kind, Jarrett, and the very odd aliens at the 
auction house. It was difficult to compare attractiveness to 
creatures so different. 

“You do.” This time, Jarrett stepped close and leaned in 
to kiss Ranic. 

Ranic stepped back before their lips touched. “Oh, no. 
Not so fast.” 

Jarrett’s uplifted brows asked the question. 

“You have to marry me first.” 

Again, the transformation of his features told Ranic 
everything he needed to know. Jarrett loved when he stood 
firm for what he wanted. The fact that he’d bought Jarrett 
but almost immediately turned around and set him free 
spoke volumes about the kind of man Ranic was, at least 
that was what Jarrett had told him. That Jarrett didn’t hold it 
against him in any way told him all he needed to know 
about his happenstance mate. 

“Just show me the way.” Jarrett offered out his hand, 
which Ranic took along with a very deep breath. 

Hand in hand, they entered the chapel. 

Ranic wasn’t sure what he thought would happen, but 
the minister smiled at them and then some music played 
that was oddly discordant. Jarrett flashed him a look that 
Ranic now recognized as one that said his mate was on the 
verge of full-out laughter. Begging him to stay steady, Jarrett 
let go of his hand, moved swiftly over to the droid 
dispensing the music, whispered to him what he wanted, 
then returned to Ranic’s side. 

Rather than ask, Ranic waited for the new music to 
resound through the chapel. When it did, he smiled. This 
was so much sweeter. “What is this music?” 


“Well, | wanted something else, but since the droid is 
rather simplistic, | hummed Ode to Joy.” 

“It’s lovely.” 

“It is.” Jarrett stopped their progression down the green- 
carpeted aisle. “Are you certain this is what you want?” 

“lam.” Ranic tapped the tiny pocket on his jacket, and 
he grinned when Jarrett did the same. 

Step by step, they made their way to the minister who 
said their names, repeated the vows they’d already 
privately sworn to, they exchanged the rings they’d tucked 
into their pockets, and then they were ready to seal their 
deal with a kiss. 

Swallowing hard, Ranic offered out his lips to his now 
husband. As much as they each said this was only a 
ceremony, it still mattered a great deal to him. They both 
believed in what they’d sworn to and now that their names 
were recorded in ones and zeros for all the universe to see, 
Ranic couldn’t help but feel a sense of finality. He could 
never go back. Not that he wanted to, but it was just so 
absolute somehow. 

Gently, his husband kissed him. 

“And so we are wed.” Jarrett turned away from the 
minister and cupped his hand to Ranic’s. His touch was so 
warm and familiar. How could that be when they were 
hardly acquainted? 

“Now will you take me back to our room and make love 
to me?” 

“Oh, yes.” Jarrett grinned. “I can’t think of anything I'd 
rather do.” 

Ranic tried to control his excitement, but he couldn't, 
and he knew that Jarrett knew because of the press of his 
cock against his thin trousers. Looking down at the vulgar 
bulge he made, Ranic quipped, “In my trooper suit, none 
knew the scope of my lust.” 

“| did.” Jarrett cupped his cock then let go before anyone 
could see. 

“You did?” 


“Oh, yes.” Jarrett pulled Ranic close and kissed his neck 
with the promise of more passion to come. “Even below that 
thick shield of metal | knew that you wanted me.” 

“How?” Ranic was honestly perplexed. “My trooper suit is 
several hundred thousand microns thick and—” 

Jarrett pressed his lips against Ranic’s ear and 
whispered, “I knew by the way you held me.” 

“| don’t see—” 

“If you didn’t care for me, you would have picked me up 
and tossed me carelessly over your shoulder, but you didn’t. 
You gave me something to cover myself with and then 
gently cradled me in your massive, metallic arms. You 
pressed me against your suit with kindness and care.” After 
a long sigh, Jarrett added, “You told me you loved me 
without a word, my alien master. You never used force. You 
never ordered me about. All you ever had to do was look at 
me with your hungry eyes and | was smitten.” 

Ranic melted against his mate. “I—you—please—” 
Unable to figure out what he wanted to say, Ranic simply 
shook his head and gazed at his mate. “You are everything 
to me.” 

“| swear that you are everything to me, too.” Jarrett took 
his hand tighter and pulled him down the hallway. 

Ranic wasn’t sure, but he thought they were returning to 
their room. When they ended up on a sandy path to the 
beach, he didn’t worry. He just held his mate’s hand tighter 
and followed along. When they ended up in the same patch 
of beach where Jarrett had proposed, Ranic grinned and he 
allowed his mate to strip him down to bare skin. 

“You are amazing dressed, but you are so much more 
beautiful when you are naked.” 

“Am 1?” 

“You are.” Jarrett wrenched off his suit and then pressed 
their naked bodies together. “Oh, my sweet golden alien.” 
Cupping his face, Jarrett tilted his chin so they were looking 
at one another. “I don’t ever want to be with anyone but 
you.” 


When Jarrett’s lips pressed against his, Ranic lost 
coherent thought. He loved his alien mate in ways that he 
didn’t even understand. Ranic wanted to pick apart the 
minute moments of their time together and try to find the 
exact second when he fell in love, but that didn’t matter. 
Love was what he would do, what he wanted to do, what he 
swore to do in the depth of his heart. With Jarrett, Ranic 
couldn’t think of anything he wouldn’t give his mate. 

Rather than lay him down on the blanket, Jarrett took 
him out into the water. 

“I told you | don’t know how to swim.” 

“No, you said you wanted to wait until the moon came up 
before we went wading in the water.” 

“Oh.” Ranic paused. “My kind doesn’t swim, so | don’t 
know how to swim.” 

Jarrett’s laugh was light. “I do. Hold on to me.” 

Ranic put his hands on Jarrett’s shoulders, and his fears 
seemed to melt away under the strong, sturdy presence of 
his mate. Jarrett kissed him and teased his hands all over 
Ranic’s body until he was panting heavily. 

“| swear I’m getting giddy.” 

“Giddy?” Ranic chuckled. The word translated well 
enough, but it was such a strange-sounding word. 

“It’s you.” Jarrett cupped Ranic’s chin. “Breathe into my 
mouth.” 

Curious, Ranic did, and they quickly discovered that 
when he was in the water, he drew oxygen through his skin 
and breathed it out. “I had no idea.” 

“See? It’s one of your cool alien tricks. You can’t drown.” 
Jarrett grinned. 

“But why does it make you laugh?” 

“Higher oxygen content in the air makes humans laugh.” 
Jarrett shrugged. “It’s one of our lame alien tricks.” 

It was such a relief to know that he could breathe 
underwater that his anxiety at being in the surf abruptly 
faded. “Why wouldn’t my people know about this?” 


“You said they don’t swim, so | guess that makes sense. 
Or maybe they know but didn’t see a practical use for it.” 
Jarrett lifted Ranic up just a bit, using his lighter weight in 
the water to his advantage. “I can definitely see a use for 
it.” 

“What’s that?” As Jarrett pulled him close, Ranic wrapped 
his legs around his hips and let out a sigh when he rubbed 
his cock up between his buttocks. All his nervousness from 
before seemed to have melted away in the water along with 
his inhibitions. 

“I can make love to you underwater.” Jarrett grinned, but 
when Ranic grasped him tighter, afraid to go under, he 
stayed where he was. “I won’t. | promise.” Jarrett kissed his 
neck, holding him close. “I won’t ever make you do anything 
you don’t want to do.” 

Ranic relaxed, and then he felt Jarrett’s fingers teasing 
along the crevasse of his bottom. His hands were slippery. 
“How is that?” 

“It’s a lube that stays on in the water.” Jarrett grinned. “l 
got it from the concierge. Or we can go back on shore.” 

“No. Here. Somehow it’s fitting.” Ranic relaxed, letting 
his body float lightly as Jarrett teased his fingers around and 
around until he was squirming and making a plaintive cry. 

“Į love the sounds you make.” 

“The sounds you make me make.” 

“Let’s see what music | can make you play with this.” 
Slowly, Jarrett eased his finger up inside Ranic’s bottom. 

He uttered a sound that was a cross between a cry of 
triumph and one of total surrender. He wasn’t honestly sure 
which he felt more strongly. All Ranic knew was he didn’t 
want Jarrett to stop. 

“God, you're tight.” 

“Is that bad?” 

“No. You’re perfect just the way you are.” Jarrett kissed 
him several times. “It just means l'Il have to work you open 
Slowly. Surely. With all due caution and care.” 


As he spoke, he slipped his finger in and out while gently 
bobbing Ranic in the water. His dreams didn’t come close to 
the reality of how good this felt. After a long time of teasing, 
Jarrett worked another finger inside, making Ranic lean his 
head back into the water. Above him, the moon glowed 
bright pink, and tonight it was full and round. Just when 
Ranic didn’t think he could take much more teasing, Jarrett 
Slipped a third finger in, which caused Ranic to flip his head 
up and meet his mate’s wicked gaze. 

“You are so inherently sensual. It’s like a dance almost.” 

“A dance?” Ranic tightened his legs around Jarrett’s hips 
as he dug his fingers a little more firmly into his shoulders. 
He wasn’t sure what he was bracing himself for because he 
knew Jarrett wasn’t ready to enter him yet. In a way he 
wanted him to hurry so he could finally feel their bodies 
joined, but in another way he wanted him to drag things out 
forever so they would never leave this exquisite time and 
place. 

“Each time | slip my fingers up”—Jarrett slowly did what 
he said—“your body arches into me. When | pull them 
out”—he moved his hand down— “you float away just a bit. 
But not too much.” 

“I don’t want to get away.” 

“I know.” 

Their lips were so close, but Jarrett teased him by 
rubbing their mouths together but not kissing him. And then 
he gently licked Ranic’s bottom lip, making him float closer. 
That was when Jarrett plunged his fingers in and out at a 
swift pace that made Ranic gasp and wrap his arms and legs 
tightly around him. 

“Are you ready?” 

“Yes. Please.” 

“Look at me.” 

Ranic pushed back just enough so he could see into 
Jarrett’s eyes. What he saw filled him with more joy than he 
could have thought imaginable. Arousal marked strongly 
across his face, but there was a far more powerful sense of 


care. In that moment, Ranic felt the love they hadn’t spoken 
of yet. But it was there. No man could look at him like that, 
and worry so greatly about not hurting him, unless he was 
completely in love. Ranic didn’t need to hear the words 
because he felt them. 

Slowly, Jarrett lowered his hands to Ranic’s buttocks and 
guided him onto his cock. 

“Oh!” 

Jarrett instantly moved him away. “Did | hurt you?” 

“No. No.” Ranic cupped his face and kissed him. “It was 
just such a surprise.” 

“You did realize this is what | was preparing you for, 
right?” 

“Yes, you crazy man. It’s just | didn’t realize it would feel 
so perfect.” 

Grinning, Jarrett lowered him down again. As his prick 
Smoothed up inside Ranic’s ass, his smile faded, his eyes 
narrowed, and his breathing grew labored. 

“Are you Okay?” Ranic was worried that something was 
wrong with his mate. Maybe he was too tight and they 
would have to stop. He hoped not because Jarrett’s cock 
was several degrees warmer than his body so as it entered 
it quite literally filled him with heat. He couldn’t wait to feel 
his climax. 

“Yes, I’m okay. I’m just trying not to come.” 

“Oh. What can | do?” Ranic didn’t want Jarrett to climax 
too soon. He’d only just gotten used to feeling him buried 
inside. Since he’d taken so much time to prepare him, all he 
felt was glorious pleasure when he'd finally stripped him of 
his virginity. 

“Relax and let me move you.” 

Ranic did as Jarrett asked. By letting most of his body go 
limp, Ranic turned control completely over to Jarrett, who 
was able to bob him gently up and down, using the water 
and the subtle motion of his hips. All the while they held 
their gazes locked together. 

“You're beautiful.” 


“You’ve already told me that.” Ranic smiled. “But | don’t 
mind hearing it again.” 

“Good, because | can’t help myself from saying it. In the 
moonlight, in this water, you’re the glittering god that I’m so 
lucky, so insanely lucky, to be with.” 

Touched, Ranic moved a little closer so they could kiss. It 
made Jarrett’s thrusts shallower, but that was okay. It would 
delay the inevitable and allow Ranic to get closer to release 
by rubbing his prick more firmly against Jarrett’s belly. 

Gently swaying in the warm, sweet water, they held fast 
to one another as they became ever more aroused. Ranic 
knew when Jarrett was close because his nostrils flared and 
his thrusts grew more powerful. Clinging to him, Ranic 
buried his face against his neck because he couldn’t take 
the intensity of looking into his eyes anymore. Jarrett’s 
hands tightened on his buttocks, and he rocked him more 
vigorously. Each pass rubbed Ranic’s cock against Jarrett’s 
tight tummy, pushing him closer to the edge. 

Jarrett lowered him as he lifted his hips up, filling Ranic 
so deeply it almost bordered on pain, but he found his 
release and that caused Ranic to spill against his belly. 
Quivering, they clung together, kissing and squirming until 
the last of the shakes left them. After a timeless moment to 
recover, Ranic moved back so he could see Jarrett’s face. He 
was smiling. 

“Happy?” 

“Very.” Jarrett kissed him gently. “You?” 

“Extremely.” 

“Oh, my. Look at that.” 

Around them, glitters floated on the surface of the water. 

“Again, | feel like I’m making love to a magical elf or 
something. | can’t tell you how amazing it is that your cum 
has sparkles in it.” 

Eventually the tide washed the glitter of his release 
away, and Jarrett moved back to shallower water. Gently, he 
settled on his butt and kept himself buried within Ranic’s 
ass. He couldn’t remember ever feeling so close to 


someone, or so blissfully happy. And then he had a moment 
of pure dread because he knew his joy wouldn't last. 

Ranic looked up and discovered a droid floating toward 
them. Before it delivered the message, Ranic already knew 
it wasn’t going to be something he wanted to hear. 


Chapter 9 


“Why do we have to go back to Krase?” Jarrett was 
sitting on the bed watching Ranic pace back and forth. Since 
neither one of them had much of anything, they were able 
to pack in about five minutes. Ranic was wearing his 
wedding suit, the jacket of which flowed away from his chest 
when he walked. Despite his agitation, he looked beautiful in 
the purple suit. To Jarrett, Ranic looked a little bit like Yul 
Brynner in The King and I. 

“I don’t know. The message from the auction house 
didn’t say. Only that | had to return you.” 

“Wait, what?” Jarrett had missed that part. Since the 
droid was meant for Ranic, and he leapt out of Jarrett’s arms 
and practically ran toward it, Jarrett hadn’t been able to 
hear everything it said by the time he caught up. “I thought 
it said we had to return to the auction house?” 

“Yes. Well, we do, but it was clear | had to bring you with 

me.” 
Jarrett’s mind was racing. “They can’t take me away from 
you. | mean, you bought me fair and square. Besides, we’re 
married now, so—” He cut himself off because he had no 
idea if he had any rights at all. Technically, Ranic still owned 
him. 

“I’m not going to leave you.” Ranic stopped striding 
across the floor and came to sit beside Jarrett on the bed. 
“They can’t part us since neither one of us broke any laws.” 

“Right.” Jarrett considered. “Or have you?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Your world doesn’t deal in slaves. What if they want to 
arrest you?” 

“The laws of the slave sale are governed by the world 
the sale was made on, which means it falls under Krase law. 
Finoc—the council of Finoc—could only reprimand me if | 
tried to take you there, which | wouldn’t. They simply 
wouldn’t let you onto the planet and that would be the end 
of things.” Ranic lifted his hand and kissed it, just like Jarrett 


did to him when he wanted to reassure him. “I don’t know 
what’s going on, but we have to return. They gave us 
passage SO...” 

“Maybe it’s not a bad thing.” Jarrett wanted to stay 
positive, but his gut was telling him that a slave seller didn’t 
demand his customer and his product return unless there 
was something gravely wrong. “It might be good news.” 

“Perhaps.” Ranic looked down at the floor then flashed 
Surreptitious looks around their bedroom. 

“What?” Jarrett leaned close. He knew that look. That 
was the expression of a man who had law breaking on his 
mind. 

“What if we don’t go?” 

“You mean run for it?” 

“Yes. We could take the passage they sent, go halfway, 
sell the rest of the passage, and then...” Ranic’s voice 
trailed off and it was clear he hadn’t thought his plan out 
beyond that. 

“Where would we go?” 

“To your Earth.” 

Jarrett considered. “Could we get passage there? | mean, 
it’s not like humanity has an open-door policy with aliens.” 

Ranic frowned. “Wait. You mean Earth was not 
conquered?” 

“Not that I’m aware of.” Jarrett had been totally enjoying 
his vacation, but if the whole planet had been conquered, he 
was pretty sure he would have heard about it. 

“How were you given into slavery?” 

“| wasn’t. | was scuba diving, facing my imminent death, 
and then suddenly | was naked on that stage. Why?” 

“Because you can’t steal slaves. They have to be given 
in tribute or won by conquering lands. You were literally 
plucked out of the water and sold.” Ranic’s expressive eyes 
looked utterly defeated. “That’s why they want you back. 
You and the others must have been taken illegally.” 

“Well, then, I’m a free man who can go and do what | 
please.” Frankly, things were sounding better and better to 


Jarrett. 

“I don’t know. | have a terrible feeling that there’s 
something very wrong.” 

“Well, just because you feel that way doesn’t mean it’s 
true.” Although, Jarrett felt that way, too. Like he’d told 
Ranic earlier, he’d learned to trust his gut even when it 
pushed him to do the craziest things. But he didn’t want to 
trust it now. “I say we call them and find out what’s up. That 
way, we aren’t near to where they can grab us and make us 
do something if we don’t want to.” 

Ranic nodded, and they sat silently for a time. Jarrett 
wanted to rail at something or someone because it simply 
wasn’t fair that after a lifetime of following the rules—hell, 
he didn’t even cheat on his taxes—he finally found exactly 
what he’d been looking for and now someone wanted to 
come in and muck it all up. 

“If there has been law breaking, they might simply have 
us taken into custody and brought to them anyway. Krase is 
fairly liberal, but when their laws are broken, they can be 
brutal.” Ranic shivered. “In the bidding room, there were 
two Krase warriors. | would hate to end up in their custody.” 

“What do these guys look like?” 

Ranic described them as eight-foot-tall, four-foot-wide, 
maroon monsters with pointed teeth and cocks so massive 
they had evolved a bracing device known as a strosan to 
hold their erect cocks up for penetration. 

“And they were bidding on humans?” Jarrett feared for 
his brothers. It sounded like only the biggest human in the 
world would be able to take on a horny Krase warrior. 

“They fought very vigorously over them.” 

“Maybe something happened to one of them and they 
want all the humans back to make sure we're safe or 
something.” That sounded so unlikely Jarrett almost laughed 
at himself. 

“No, | don’t think so. From what | learned about the slave 
trade on Krase, once a Slave is sold, his or her master can 
do anything, even kill the servant if they wish.” 


“But only for good reason?” Jarrett asked hopefully. 

“For any reason. For no reason. Because of a whim. 
Slaves have no rights but what their masters give them. 
That’s why | don’t think this calling back is about you, but 
more about me buying you.” 

They debated the issue a bit more, but in the end they 
called the auction house for further details. Since there was 
a huge time differential due to the vastness of space, they 
simply couldn’t have a face-to-face discussion about things. 
Basically, he and Ranic composed a message and then had 
to wait hours for the response. 

“What will we do while we wait?” 

Jarrett grinned, and Ranic tilted his head. “Oh. That.” 
Ranic matched his grin. “Haven’t we done enough of that?” 

“We'll neverdo enough of that.” 

After completely messing up the bed and taking another 
shower, they were back where they had started out with 
Jarrett sitting on the edge of the bed watching Ranic pace. 
While observing his mate, Jarrett let his mind wander off to 
that moment deep in the azure waters of the Caribbean. He 
remembered checking all his equipment while they were 
onshore because it was something that had been drilled into 
him when he was getting certified. He’d checked it 
personally, not because he didn’t trust the company he was 
going out with, just that it was part of his preparation to 
dive. Everything had seemed in perfect condition. Sadly, 
things eventually broke, and there was nothing to be done 
about it. 

“Oh, God. What if that’s what the problem is?” Jarrett’s 
gaze dropped to the woven leaves that were fashioned into 
a rug. The pattern was complex and interesting, almost as 
much as the problem he was working over in his mind. 
Everything was joined together in a mind-bendingly intricate 
way. Time and history like dominoes that if someone took 
one out of line, nothing would fall the same way. 

“What problem?” Ranic continued to pace. He liked 
movement to dissipate his tension while Jarrett preferred to 


sit still and contemplate. It told him again that they were a 
good pairing. 

“I think | was supposed to die.” Jarrett looked up in time 
to see an expression of horror consume his mate’s face. “l 
was going to drown in that water. Nothing would have saved 
me. Maybe that’s why Krase wants me back, because I’m 
not supposed to be here.” 

Ranic opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. 
He took a deep breath that hitched, but he didn’t cry. God, 
he probably had sparkles in his tears and looked beautiful 
when he was in torment. Not that Jarrett wanted to find out 
anytime soon. He much preferred to see his handsome 
husband laughing. 

“I might be wrong.” But Jarrett’s gut was telling him he 
wasn’t. It seemed as soon as he hit on the idea, it simply 
wouldn’t leave. 

“Then we can’t go back.” 

“It was an invitation, right? | mean, they didn’t order you 
to come back...” 

“It was more of a determined invitation.” Ranic frowned. 
“By law they can’t make us go back.” 

“Then we have to figure out where we are going to go.” 
Jarrett stood but didn’t know exactly what to do with himself 
so he just stood there, hands on hips, wondering how to 
thwart a planet full of scary creatures who strongly 
suggested they return. 

“I can sell my suit. That way we'll have money.” 

Jarrett nodded, but they would need a way to have 
money coming in all the time. “Do you still have the 
Spaceship?” 

“I do. | have it for another few days on the rental, and 
then | have to return it.” 

Ranic used a different word, but his translator used days 
so that Jarrett would understand. It was a remarkably useful 
device. 

“I’m certain there’s a tracker on the ship, though. They 
must have some way to find it so people don’t simply steal 


it” 

“I think the fact it’s a piece of shit probably prevents that 
most of the time.” It was the equivalent of the Ford Pinto 
Jarrett had driven off to college because it was all the car he 
could afford. Like Ranic’s spaceship, it was a piece of crap, 
but it got him where he needed to go. “Will it get us to 
Earth?” 

“Do you think it’s wise to go there?” 

“Why not?” 

“I would think it would be the first place they would look 
for us.” 

“Not necessarily. If you bought me and they know what 
you are, then they would think we would go where you 
wanted to go, not where your humble servant wanted to 
go.” Jarrett moved closer to Ranic, but he set off pacing 
again so Jarrett leaned against the wall to watch. 

“I do not think we should run from Krase warriors.” 

“Who said anything about them? It was an invite from 
the auction house, not the Krase government.” 

“Yes, however, the auction house is on Krase.” 

“But we didn’t break any laws.” Except Jarrett had a 
terrible feeling that not dying when he was supposed to 
broke some kind of powerful time law. Maybe the gremlins 
who enacted such deaths were furious they’d been cheated 
and even now they were hunting the galaxy, looking for him 
so they could finish him off. Jarrett shook his head. He’d 
obviously seen way too many sci-fi shows. People died, but 
people escaped certain death, too. Maybe his 
malfunctioning tank would have started working again. Or 
someone else on the tour would have come and shared air 
with him so he would have lived. Since he’d been taken 
before the situation had played out, no one could really say 
what would have happened. Like him, they could only 
speculate. The only certainties in life were death and taxes, 
and since he hadn’t died, no one could say it was a foregone 
conclusion. 


“We didn’t break any laws, but the slave trader clearly 
did.” Ranic stopped pacing when there was a subtle tap at 
the door. His shoulders slumped. 

“Let me.” Jarrett let the drone in, and this time he stayed 
close so he could hear exactly what was said. The first time 
they’d been given a message, it was in a kind cadence of 
someone who had worked in customer service for a long 
time. This was not in that tone of voice. This was delivered 
in the no-nonsense tone of a king issuing a directive. Their 
presence was requested, but the situation was urgent and 
one that could not be discussed over such a vast distance. 
They had to return to Krase, or the auction house would 
have no choice but to get the authorities involved. 

When the droid was done delivering his message, he 
floated out of the room, and Jarrett closed the door behind 
him. He took up his place on the bed while Ranic returned to 
pacing across the floor. They didn’t speak for a long time, 
probably because neither one of them knew what to say. 

“| don’t want to take you back.” Ranic’s voice was very 
quiet but strong. 

“| don’t want to go back.” Jarrett matched his tone. 

“Then we will have to run.” 


Chapter 10 


Ranic had never broken any laws. He’d never even come 
close to doing so, yet in a very brief span of time, he’d 
managed to break several, and kept right on breaking more. 
But he didn’t revel in being a criminal. In fact, he hated it. 
He felt as if he was always going to be looking over his 
Shoulder, waiting for the stern hand of justice to slap down 
on him and take him away to a dark cell. The only reason he 
kept pushing forward was because of Jarrett. 

He turned his head from the pilot seat and looked at his 
slumbering mate again. Ranic would do anything to stay 
with him. Being a law-abiding citizen of the universe wasn’t 
nearly as important as being with the man he loved. He 
couldn’t think of anything he wouldn’t do for him. 

Ranic knew he loved Jarrett almost as soon as he saw 
him on that stage. No wonder he hadn’t been able to go 
through with his plan to engage him in a fight, let him win, 
and then by his victory he would have the right to penetrate 
him. It was a stupid plan. Ranic realized that now. But when 
he’d been close to Jarrett and had seen his kind eyes and 
the way he was so open to everything, Ranic had spilled the 
truth. 

“And that’s what made him mine.” 

Ranic considered telling the truth again to the auction 
house, but he feared what they would do. If Jarrett was 
slated to die that day on his world, then Ranic feared the 
authorities would have no choice but to kill him so that 
there would be no issue with time or history or whatever 
letting him live would cause. Jarrett wasn’t likely to be a 
great historical figure someday. He was just an accountant 
who liked to scuba dive. A man like that didn’t matter in the 
greater scheme of time, but he mattered desperately to 
Ranic. 

After a lifetime of fear and self-loathing, hating himself so 
much for being so different, Ranic had finally found his place 
in the vast universe. He was exactly where he should be 


with exactly who he should be with. No one could ever 
convince him otherwise. After what he’d shared with Jarrett 
on Aeirall, he couldn’t return to Finoc. He’d be miserable 
there, especially if he tried to mold himself to a life that 
didn’t suit him. 

“I am with the man I’m supposed to be with.” Ranic 
reached over and grasped Jarrett’s hand. 

Jarrett stirred and blinked at Ranic. Rather than anger at 
being woken, he smiled. “Are we there yet?” 

“No. Quite far from it.” Ranic checked his star charts 
again. Earth was very far from the civilized portion of the 
universe, which was why so little was known about it. 

“Is the ship okay?” 

“Everything is fine. | just was lonely.” 

“Aw.” Jarrett squeezed his hand and then looked out. “I 
thought it was going to be so exciting to fly in a spaceship. It 
always is in the movies. But the reality is it’s like a very long 
car ride and there are no pit stops to pee on the tires or get 
junk food.” 

“Do you want to stop?” Ranic did not ask if he wanted to 
pee on the tires because he wasn’t too sure what that 
meant. 

“Not unless we need to.” 

“I mean stop altogether.” 

“We have no choice but to keep going, really.” Jarrett 
sighed. “I think our plan is a good one.” 

“I guess.” Ranic thought it sounded rather uncertain, but 
Jarrett was so sure it would work. 

“You don’t sound enthusiastic.” 

“| want to be with you no matter what.” 

“But?” 

“But...” Ranic trailed off and shrugged. “I don’t see how 
we won't be seen by your fellow Earthlings when we land. | 
don’t see how we can hide this ship. | don’t see how—” 

“Strange things happen out in the woods all the time. 
You said yourself that if you land with the engine going but 
not emitting thrust it will mess with any radar.” 


“And your world doesn’t have anything more 
sophisticated than that?” 

“Not pointed all over the sky.” Jarrett didn’t sound too 
sure, and that was what bothered Ranic. If his people 
panicked, they could blow them both up and that would be 
the end. 

“Besides, it’s not like they have antispacecraft missiles 
pointed all over the atmosphere. If we go in like you said, we 
can land out in the desert.” 

“| thought you said the woods?” 

“Either way. We'll decide when we're closer, | guess.” 
Jarrett shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal when it certainly 
was. “We can hide the spaceship there in case we ever need 
it again.” 

“But the elements would ravage it.” Ranic looked around 
at what Jarrett rightly called a rust bucket. It was barely held 
together now. A few years in a harsh environment would 
destroy what little of it was left. 

“Then | guess we better hope we don’t need it.” Jarrett 
lifted Ranic’s hand to kiss, but Ranic pulled away before he 
could. “Please tell me what’s wrong.” 

“I don’t think this is a good idea.” Ranic grimaced. 
Together they’d looked everywhere for a tracking device but 
hadn’t been able to find one. Every moment that they got 
farther from where he said he was going, Ranic figured the 
antitheft device was sending a progressively more 
distressing call. 

“You might have said so before we started off.” Jarrett 
straightened in the copilot seat. 

“I tried, but you were so certain that this would work.” 

“I am sure. This will work.” Jarrett crossed his arms and 
glared out at the blackness of space, but he didn’t look 
totally convinced. 

“Please don’t be angry with me.” 

“Pm not. I’m—I’m angry with me.” All the fight just 
washed right out of Jarrett. He slumped in the chair, and his 
taut arms fell to his sides. “I don’t have any clue what I’m 


doing. It’s like selling your suit. | didn’t know what to do. | 
just did my best. Fuck. We probably got ripped off.” 

“It was a fair amount.” At Jarrett’s dubious frown, Ranic 
soothed, “Really. What he gave us was about what | paid for 
it, so that’s good.” Actually, it had been much less once he 
converted the money, but he didn’t want Jarrett to know. 

“It’s not just that.” Jarrett sighed, and he reached over 
for Ranic’s hand, which he gave so they could clasp them 
tightly together. “It’s that neither one of us is much good as 
a criminal.” 

“I was thinking that before | woke you up.” Ranic weaved 
their fingers together and apart a few times. He found the 
motion soothing. “I’ve been afraid since we left Aeirall. Well, 
no, | was afraid there, too. Even while we were plotting out 
what we were going to do, | was afraid. I’m just—it took me 
years to decide to buy a slave to indulge myself so now, 
with this, it all seems to have happened rather fast.” 

“I’m so sorry.” Jarrett left his chair and settled on the 
armrest of the pilot seat. He wrapped his arm around Ranic 
and then leaned into him. “I don’t think either one of us 
really thought this through.” 

“Well, we’re on course now. | guess there’s not a lot we 
can do but keep going.” 

“What’s between us and Earth? Are there any good 
worlds?” Jarrett looked at the star chart, but it was obvious 
from the perplexed look on his face that the information 
displayed there was meaningless to him. 

“There are a few places, but most are fairly xenophobic.” 

“They don’t like outsiders?” 

“Not particularly.” Ranic checked the chart again, but 
there just wasn’t anywhere that would work for an Earthling 
and a Finoc. The few places that had tolerable atmospheres 
had limited technologies. Those that were more civilized 
were sharply intolerant of outsiders. What made matters 
worse was that they were both males. A lot of worlds would 
kill them just for that, never mind the fact they weren’t of 
the same species. At least on Earth, Jarrett had a plan for 


masking what Ranic really was. If they could land, they 
could make his plan work. The main problem was landing 
without dying or being promptly taken into custody. 

“I’m sorry.” Jarrett sighed. “I keep saying that.” 

“It’s okay. I’m sorry, too.” 

“But we'll make it work on Earth. | know we will.” Jarrett 
smiled, but it looked forced. 

Ranic realized they were locked on course and there 
wasn’t anything for them to do for a while, so he took his 
mate’s hand and rose. 

“Okay, where are you taking me?” 

“You'll see.” Ranic figured since Jarrett hadn’t been in 
Space except for when he’d kidnapped him and this trip, he 
didn’t know some of the more interesting things they could 
do in zero gravity. 

Jarrett was a natural once he overcame the queasy 
feeling that seemed to strike most beings with stomachs. 
They were in the middle of a delicate docking maneuver 
between their mouths and cocks when an alarm blared. 

“What the hell is that?” Jarrett broke away, inverted 
himself, then struggled to get dressed. 

Ranic returned gravity to the ship, dressed, and then 
made his way to the bridge. He thought it might be 
something to do with their low fuel, but what he saw outside 
made his knees almost turn to water. 

“Holy shit! What the hell is that thing?” 

“Its a Krase warship.” Ranic would know those 
distinctive black-and-maroon marks anywhere. He didn’t 
speak Krase, and his implant couldn’t interpret the symbols, 
but it didn’t matter when he recognized them as being 
Krase in origin after his brief foray onto their planet. 

“They sent out a fucking battleship for the two of us?” 
Jarrett dropped into the copilot chair and considered the 
console with frantic desperation. “Who am | kidding? Even if 
| knew what all this stuff does, we're not going to get away 
from them, are we?” 


“No.” Ranic turned off his engines and prepared the ship 
to be boarded before they even asked him to do so. In the 
face of such overwhelming force, he wasn’t going to try to 
fool himself that he could do anything but immediately 
surrender. 

The massive cruiser was easily thirty or maybe even fifty 
times the size of their battered little ship. As he settled into 
the pilot chair, he realized the obvious. No one sent out 
Krase warriors unless the situation was deadly serious. 
Realizing that he might have only moments left with Jarrett, 
Ranic wanted to tell him everything in one great big blast. 
He turned. Their gazes met and held. Ranic opened his 
mouth to tell Jarrett that he was so grateful for the time they 
had together. It had been so dreadfully short, but it had 
been wonderful nonetheless. He wanted to tell Jarrett that 
he would never forget him and probably never love again. 
But none of that came out of his mouth. 

“I’m so sorry.” Jarrett reached for him. 

“It’s not your fault.” Ranic took his hand. 

“I just wish we would have had more time.” 

“| love you.” Ranic peered into Jarrett’s eyes and swore 
what he said seemed too minor at such a moment. Such a 
confession should be more enormous, and it shouldn’t come 
when death was right on the outside of their tiny little world. 
“I know that seems so small in the vastness of the universe, 
but I—” 

“| swear that | love you, too.” Jarrett’s lips were upon his, 
tight, firm, so hungry and willing. “Maybe someday in 
another place, another lifetime from now, we'll be together.” 

Ranic nodded even though he didn’t believe in 
reincarnation. But if Jarrett did, then he wanted him to have 
whatever comfort that might give him. 

“What in the hell are they doing?” 

Ranic looked out and realized the loading bay of the 
Krase ship was opening like a huge mouth. For a moment, 
the sight held him transfixed. He was like one of the asteroid 
chunks being swept toward the crushing belts so they could 


Strip him of vital minerals. Before he allowed himself to go 
too far with his imaginings, he pulled himself back and 
realized what they were doing. 

“We're so small | guess they’re just pulling the whole 
ship inside rather than boarding us.” 

“I’ve never felt so insignificant in my life.” Jarrett’s hand 
on his squeezed so hard it almost hurt. “What should we 
do?” 

“What can we do?” 

“Lock the door and refuse to come out?” Jarrett laughed, 
but it was a little high and hysterical sounding. 

“| don’t think that would work.” 

Eventually the Krase ship swallowed them up. When they 
looked out, all they saw was the inside of a massive cargo 
bay. The area was remarkably bare, which made Ranic fairly 
certain that they had been sent to retrieve them at all costs. 
Keeping their ship empty would make it faster and give ita 
longer range with their fuel supply. Not that it mattered so 
much. They hadn't really given them a challenge in any way. 

“Maybe they won’t even come in.” Ranic thought that 
would make the trip back to Krase tolerable. He hadn’t had 
enough time to become used to people looking at him. The 
thought of being peered at by a bunch of terrifying Krase 
warriors without the protection of his suit made him shake. 

“It’s going to be okay.” Jarrett was determined to keep 
positive, and Ranic couldn’t help but admire him. 

Just when he thought maybe they would be safe inside 
their crummy ship, the Krase sent a message over the com. 
They were going to be boarded and taken into custody. 

“Wow. They don’t mince words, do they?” 

“The Krase are rather direct.” He thought back to the two 
who had fought so desperately to win human slaves from 
the same batch that Ranic had gotten Jarrett from. Perhaps 
that explained why the Krase were involved. Not only had 
the crimes happened on their world, but several of their own 
people had been involved in buying illegal slaves. 

“God, you’re shaking so hard.” 


“| don’t want them to see me.” 

“Maybe we can find something to cover you up with.” 
Jarrett was up and moving swiftly through the ship, trying to 
find a way to protect Ranic from the prying eyes of the 
Krase, but there wasn’t anything that would work. Even the 
suits that were there so he could affect repairs on the ship in 
the depth of space were too small to cover him. The only 
clothing they had was the loincloths and their wedding suits. 
He’d never heard the phrase traveling light until Jarrett said 
it, but they were indeed traveling very light. The bulk of 
their belongings was the money they had acquired from 
selling Ranic’s suit and the two passages sent by the 
auction house. 

They were waiting in the main part of the ship when the 
outer hatch opened. Into the tiny little ship that Jarrett had 
worked so hard to clean up strode two enormous Krase 
warriors. 


Chapter 11 


Jarrett stepped in front of Ranic. “He doesn’t have his 
suit, and he is Finoc. | request a covering for him.” The 
words were out of his mouth before he could stop them. Ina 
way, that was good because he wanted to protect his mate, 
but in a way that was very bad because he was standing up 
to two massive monsters who looked hungry. Just as Ranic 
said, they were eight feet tall, four feet wide, and had skin 
the color of dried blood. Their eyes were red, their teeth 
were sharp, and something was squirming in the front of 
their pants. 

One of them moved a slight bit in front of the other. He 
seemed to have more markings on his uniform, so Jarrett 
thought he might be the superior officer. His bloodred eyes 
darted around in his skull very quickly, as if he were 
assessing the room. What he saw lifted one edge of his 
mouth. 

That fucker is laughing at us. Jarrett was furious. Here he 
was scared out of his mind, and this overgrown demon 
Spawn was silently chuckling at the state of their ship. Or 
maybe at them. Possibly both. 

“I said | need—” 

“I heard you.” The officer turned to the other and said 
something so softly Jarrett couldn’t hear, but he never took 
his eyes off Jarrett. 

Ranic was behind Jarrett with his face tucked down 
against the back of his shoulder. He was shaking. Jarrett 
reached back to comfort him, and the massive beast was in 
front of Jarrett so fast he didn’t even see him move until he 
was just there. In order to keep eye contact, Jarrett had to 
tilt his head far back. It was disconcerting, especially when 
the creature smelled like raw meat. 

“You stay still.” The officer peered past Jarrett to Ranic 
and looked ready to reach for him. 

Jarrett had no idea what possessed him, but he reached 
up and clasped the Krase officer’s hand. “You will not touch 


my mate.” 

He didn’t drop his hand, but he did stop moving it toward 
Ranic. The officer tilted his head and turned the focus of his 
scary gaze fully on Jarrett. Despite the fear that was 
Slamming adrenaline through his body, he didn’t back down. 
If he was going to die, he would go out protecting the man 
he loved. 

“You are brave.” The officer lowered his hand. “Foolish, 
but brave.” 

Jarrett would take that assessment because he could 
have just eaten his face off and spit it out. Being 
complimented then denigrated wasn’t so bad when it could 
have been a hell of a lot worse. 

The other Krase warrior brought a small square of what 
looked like golden fabric. Ironically, it looked very much like 
what Ranic had given him to cover up with at the auction 
house. 

“For your mate.” The officer handed the fabric to Jarrett. 

Turning slightly to the side, Jarrett gave the golden fabric 
to Ranic. “Will this work?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” Ranic covered up his head, leaned 
close to Jarrett, and whispered, “You really are very brave.” 

Bless him, he left out the calling him a fool part. Jarrett 
didn’t think it was possible, but he loved him even more. 

“Why have you boarded our ship?” Jarrett asked. No 
sense spilling their guts about everything. Maybe these 
guys didn’t know. It was highly doubtful, but it wasn’t 
impossible. 

“Your ship?” the officer asked pointedly while lifting both 
of his brows. 

Jarrett met his probing stare with one of his own. Maybe 
he was cut out for a life as a criminal. After he realized these 
massive monsters weren’t just going to rush in and start 
tearing limbs off, he felt a little more self-assured. 

“This ship is the property of Galf Lor of Yad.” The officer 
lifted his arm, touched what looked like a wristwatch, and 
projected a holograph of what looked like a title. As 


impressed as Jarrett was with the supercool technology, 
Jarrett didn’t let it show because it was clear from the ho- 
hum way the officer used the device that it was something 
he totally took for granted. “It’s clear from this paper that 
he is the registered owner.” 

Rather than infuriate or embarrass him, Jarrett found the 
information gave him a burst of hope. Maybe all of this was 
over a stolen ship! “Clearly, there’s been a 
miscommunication. My mate”—Jarrett couldn’t believe how 
much he enjoyed calling Ranic that—“rented this ship for 
several days. It’s not due back until—” 

The smirk on the officer’s face turned into a full smile. He 
chuckled low and grumbly, sounding almost like he was a 
lawn mower trying to start. “I was furious when | was sent 
on this mission. | could not believe that I, a fully named 
warrior with three planets conquered”—he pointed to his 
right cheek and Jarrett noticed an odd tattoo of a curve with 
three dots below it—“would be sent to apprehend a puny 
Earthling and a mysterious Finoc. Yet you are worth 
everything I’ve endured on this ship from the excretable 
food to the utter lack of sexual slaves.” 

The officer’s gaze raked up Jarrett’s body and settled on 
his mouth. It was so blatant and suggestive that Jarrett felt 
molested even though he hadn’t been touched. 

“| find | was entirely wrong about Earthlings.” 

“Clearly, this is just a mix-up.” Jarrett forged ahead with 
his it’s-all-been-a-dreadful-mistake plan. “We were taking 
the ship back.” 

“You were taking this ship to Earth.” 

Jarrett was going to deny that, but if he did, he would 
have to tell this massive monster where they were going 
instead. Sadly, he didn’t know any other planet names. But 
maybe he could make his ignorance work to his advantage. 
“We got lost. | got us lost. | was trying to impress my 
husband, and | didn’t really know what | was doing. If you 
could just get us back on course to Aeirall, I’d be eternally 
grateful.” 


For a brief moment he thought he had succeeded 
because a curious expression overcame the officer’s face. 
However, it washed away, and he was laughing again. 
Harder this time. “You are priceless.” The officer looked 
beyond Jarrett’s shoulder to Ranic. “I can’t believe you got 
him so cheap when he is truly valuable.” 

“I wish you would stop laughing at me. It’s rude.” 

“Rude?” The officer leaned over so his face was 
practically a breath away from Jarrett’s. “Rude is you 
treating me like a simpleton. Rude is you standing there 
telling me a story that wouldn’t fool a child. Rude is you 
acting like a big man when you are nothing but a dead man 
walking.” 

His final comment told Jarrett it was all over. This officer 
knew the whole story and had only been toying with him. 
From what Ranic had said, Krasekind wasn’t very 
sympathetic. If they couldn’t fuck it or take it over, they 
generally destroyed it. Now it was clear they weren’t here 
for the ship. That was simply incidental. They were here for 
him. In a way he’d known it in his gut, but his hope had 
overshadowed that and messed with his mind. 

“Don’t hurt my mate.” 

The officer pulled back a fraction, his right eye 
narrowing. 

“He didn’t know. He hasn’t done anything wrong except 
to try to protect me. If I willingly go with you, will you let him 
go unharmed?” Jarrett didn’t want to die, but if he had to, he 
sure as hell didn’t want Ranic to join him. 

“Don’t offer yourself out like that.” Ranic stepped to 
Jarrett’s side and gripped his hand. “I’m not going anywhere 
without you.” 

The officer considered them for a very long time without 
any expression on his face at all. Jarrett wasn’t sure if they 
were going to get laughed at again or if he was gearing up 
to start rearranging their limbs. If he were forced to choose, 
he’d rather have the laughter because that only hurt his 
pride. 


“I have been ordered to take you into custody and escort 
you back to Krase.” He pointed to the other warrior and 
made a finger gesture that looked like some type of sign 
language. 

The warrior nodded and left them. 

“You will follow me without incident.” 

“Or?” 

The officer met his gaze. “Or | will separate you.” 

Jarrett wasn’t sure if he meant him personally, like he 
would separate him into various piles, or if he meant he 
would take Ranic somewhere else. Since a fight with him 
was over long before it started, Jarrett decided simply to 
follow him wherever he wanted them to go. 

Ranic pressed close to his side and said nothing, but it 
was Clear from his trembling that he was scared out of his 
wits. No wonder. Krase warriors were gigantic. Now that he’d 
seen one up close, Jarrett found his brain trying to imagine 
how one of them would fit together with a human male. His 
ass tightened up in fear. Even if he were into anal sex, he 
still didn’t think a man could survive an encounter with one 
of those things. One slip and they’d crush the life out of 
their lover. Or slave. From what the officer said, there 
weren't any sexual slaves on board, so Jarrett really didn’t 
want him looking at him for that. 

“Wow.” Jarrett couldn’t believe his eyes once they 
stepped from the cargo bay into a hallway. 

“What?” Ranic asked, keeping his voice so low Jarrett 
almost didn’t hear him. 

“Now this is what a spaceship is supposed to look like.” 
The floors had some kind of grippy, spongy carpet that was 
so clean he could probably eat off it. The walls were covered 
in green fabric and there was a runner at about shoulder 
height that looked to be made of some kind of ridged 
plastic. Jarrett puzzled over it because he didn’t think it was 
strictly ornamental. 

When the officer led them to a door with a panel right 
next to the archway, buried in the plastic liner, he realized it 


was probably a conduit for power lines. Since the ship was 
made of metal, that made sense. Not that it mattered, just 
that he was curious. And thinking about the ship and how it 
was engineered helped him to avoid thinking of his 
inevitable death. 

For a moment, Jarrett thought he would have been better 
off dying in the azure waters of the Caribbean. It would have 
been over relatively fast, and he would have died doing 
what he honestly loved. But then again, he never would 
have had his very brief time with Ranic. Dying earlier would 
have spared Ranic heartbreak, though. Jarrett wondered if 
he’d been given this chance to have this moment so he 
could die knowing what true love was really like. 

“You will stay in here.” The officer opened the door and 
extended his hand. 

Jarrett and Ranic stepped within to find a modestly 
appointed bedroom. 

A low cough turned Jarrett’s attention back to the 
doorway. “If you cause me any trouble, | will put you in two 
separate rooms. This is a courtesy to you by me because | 
have thus far been entertained by your courage. However, 
do not attempt to break out because that would not be 
courageous.” 

“That would be foolish.” 

A little grin twisted the right side of the officer’s mouth. 
“You are far more intelligent than | was led to believe.” 

“I can see the obvious.” Jarrett sighed. “How long until 
we reach Krase?” 

The officer’s gaze went from Jarrett to Ranic to the bed. 
“You will have enough time.” He lifted one brow and then 
closed the door. 

Jarrett didn’t bother to see if it was locked. It didn’t 
matter. He wasn’t going to try to break free, and he wouldn’t 
let Ranic attempt it, either. There was no point since getting 
out of the room meant they had to face dozens if not 
hundreds of those gigantic beasts. Since Jarrett couldn’t 


take on one in a fair fight, he sure as shit knew he wasn’t 
going to be able to take on a whole ship full of them. 

“It’s not a bad room.” Ranic settled on the edge of the 
bed then took the golden fabric off. There were dried tracks 
of tears on his cheeks. 

Jarrett sat down next to him and wiped them away with 
the pad of his thumb. “I wondered if your kind cried. I’m sad 
to find out like this as | much rather would have seen you 
with tears of joy.” 

“Me, too.” Ranic placed his head on Jarrett’s shoulder. 
“You were so brave.” 

“I was foolish.” 

“No.” Ranic kissed his shoulder then snuggled closer. 
“You stepped up to that monster to try to protect me. | don’t 
think anyone has ever done anything so heroic. Not for me.” 

“I wish | could have convinced him to let us go.” 

“That would be nice, but we both know that wouldn’t 
have been likely.” Ranic stroked his hand up Jarrett’s thigh. 
“What did he mean about us having enough time?” 

“I think he was being very kind.” 

“He'll let us go?” 

“Not that kind.” Jarrett eased onto the bed and found it 
was surprisingly hard. It was massive but had the texture of 
three-day-old bread. “We have enough time to be together 
one more time. Possibly twice.” 

“Oh.” Ranic considered the door, the bed, then looked 
around the room. 

“We don’t have to do anything.” It was obvious Ranic 
was uncomfortable with the idea that the Krase might be 
watching them. For some reason, it didn’t bother Jarrett in 
the slightest, but he figured that was the effect of death 
being so close. 

Ranic met his gaze, and the fear that was there softened. 
“If you can be brave, so can I.” 

To lessen his concerns, they turned off the light, 
undressed, and slipped under the covers. For some insane 
reason, Jarrett felt like he was sneaking at his parents’ 


house while everyone was out. It made him feel slightly 
giddy, and then he was honestly grateful that he’d 
impressed their captor enough to gain one last night with 
his mate. 

Ranic’s hands were cold against his chest, but when 
Jarrett eased him onto his back and then covered him with 
gentle, passionate kisses, he warmed up and his trembling 
ceased. Murmuring words of love and praise for his beautiful 
body, Jarrett kept kissing him as he worked his way under 
the blankets. When he reached his cock, he sucked lightly, 
hardening him, but then he backed off because he didn’t 
want things to be over too soon. 

Parting his legs, he slipped between them and then 
gently tongued Ranic’s hole. Ranic made a curious sound 
and clutched at Jarrett’s head through the blankets. Unsure 
if he was trying to stop him or encourage him, Jarrett lifted 
up. When Ranic made a frustrated whimper, Jarrett had his 
answer. He returned to teasing his mate’s hole with his 
tongue. Each teasing swipe seemed to make Ranic more 
wild. Each plunge caused him to flick his hips as if he were 
silently asking to be filled. Jarrett teased him until he simply 
couldn’t resist anymore. He fumbled for his discarded jacket 
and took the lube from his pocket. Jarrett had put it there 
hoping for an encounter on the bridge, but he was glad he 
had it now. 

Rising up, settling his body over Ranic’s, Jarrett gently 
eased his way inside. In the dark, he couldn’t see Ranic’s 
face, but he felt his mouth part as he pressed his face 
against his shoulder. His breath was hot and moist, tickling 
his skin. Ranic licked Jarrett’s neck and then kissed his way 
up to his mouth. 

Lost in the feel of his love, Jarrett kept his pace gentle. 
He didn’t want to rush. If he had his way, this moment 
would never end. He would just go on and on, making love 
to his mate until the entire universe split apart. Below him, 
Ranic was murmuring as he kissed up one side of Jarrett’s 
neck and then across his face to the other side of his 


Shoulders. It was like his weaving of their fingers—soothing 
and arousing at the same time. 

When Ranic lifted his legs higher, tightening them across 
Jarrett’s buttocks, he lost his easy pace and thrust deeper, 
harder, determined to fill his mate one last time. At the crest 
of his release, Ranic bit his neck hungrily. It was so 
unexpected, so wickedly rough, that Jarrett drilled just a bit 
deeper and then held steady. 

“You animal.” 

“Did | hurt you?” 

“No. It was just surprising.” 

“I had this urge to bite you, and | have no idea why.” 
Ranic traced his fingers over the spot he had bitten. 

It was on the tip of Jarrett’s tongue to tell him he should 
always follow his instincts and bite him whenever he 
wanted, but then he remembered where they were and why 
that would only lead to sadness if he said it, so he didn’t. 

“I want something else, too.” 

“What?” Jarrett would give him anything he could in their 
last few hours together. 

“I want to make love to you.” 

“We just did.” 

“No.” Ranic teased his fingers through Jarrett’s hair, 
making him shiver. “I want to be on top.” 


Chapter 12 


Jarrett went very still, and then he moved to his side, 
taking Ranic with him. Ranic knew it was a lot to ask, but 
since their time together was so short, he felt compelled to 
request exactly what he wanted. 

“I know you said you'd done it and didn’t like it, but | 
wonder if that was because it wasn’t the right man or the 
right time.” Ranic didn’t want to push. When Jarrett 
remained quiet beside him he opened his mouth to take it 
all back. He certainly didn’t want their last few hours to be 
filled with pain or regret. 

“I would like to try.” 

“Truly?” Ranic was touched that Jarrett trusted him 
enough to give him a chance to show him that it might be 
good between the two of them. 

“But if | don’t enjoy it, will you stop?” 

“Of course | would stop if you were uncomfortable.” 
Ranic felt a rush of fluttery anticipation. He wasn’t so sure 
why this mattered to him, but it did. Now that he had 
permission, he was overthinking everything. And then he 
simply thought of how beautiful Jarrett was and how much 
he wanted to see him happy. In a way, this was more for 
Jarrett than it was for himself. Ranic wanted to fill him, to 
feel the tight heat of his body around his cock, but he also 
wanted to give Jarrett the same sublime pleasure he’d given 
him. He wanted to rewrite his terrible first time with 
something wonderful. 

Following his mate’s lead, Ranic didn’t rush. He rolled 
him to his back and kissed everywhere on his body. There 
was something about his nipples that caused his cock to 
twitch, almost as if they were connected in some way. As he 
licked and sucked at his tender nipples, he slid his hand 
down between his legs and teased his hole. 

Jarrett drew a deep breath and held it, almost as if he 
anticipated pain, but Ranic didn’t ease his finger inside. Not 
yet. Jarrett had teased him endlessly until he was almost 


frantic to feel him and then he’d wanted to get married 
before he completed the act. Ranic wouldn’t go quite that 
far, but he wouldn’t hurry, either. Slowly, gently, he teased 
the amazingly soft flesh that puckered around his opening. 

Eventually, Jarrett realized Ranic wasn’t just going to 
pounce, and he relaxed. Ranic knew he was ready for more 
when Jarrett bent his knees and lifted his legs, giving Ranic 
greater access. 

“| need something to ease my way.” 

Jarrett handed him the small bottle of lube they’d gotten 
at the resort. Ranic coated his fingers and then continued to 
kiss his mate while teasing him. Before long, he penetrated 
one finger inside, only to feel Jarrett tense. Ranic withdrew 
and then distracted him with more passionate kisses. 
Eventually, he tried again, and this time Jarrett moaned into 
his mouth as Ranic’s finger slid inside. 

Heady with success, he cautioned himself that he still 
had a long way to go. But at least Jarrett wasn’t stopping 
him or making sounds of discomfort. If anything, he was 
squirming and rocking his hips for more. In the back of 
Ranic’s mind he worried that the Krase might come and put 
an end to everything before he could fill his mate, but he 
couldn’t allow that to rush him. Not when the slower he 
went, the more trust Jarrett would have. 

“You're making me crazy.” 

“Good. That is what you did to me.” Ranic slid another 
finger within the gripping heat of his mate, and his reward 
was a moan of encouragement. He kept up with his teasing 
and then added another finger only to hear his mate make a 
sound that was so aggressively sexy he almost came 
against his thrusting hip. 

Certain that the time had come, Ranic parted his legs 
and slipped between. Since it was completely dark, he 
couldn’t see Jarrett’s face, but he felt the need in his body. 
Below him, Jarrett squirmed deliciously, rubbing his whole 
being against Ranic’s. Each increment he lowered himself 
caused a corresponding welcoming openness in his mate. 


Pressing the tip of his cock against his mate’s hot, slick 
hole made Ranic shiver. He felt powerful and strong, but 
tempered his need to be inside by his desire to hear his 
mate’s pleasure. 

“Are you ready?” 

“God, yes. I’m going a little crazy here, | think.” Jarrett 
cupped his hands to Ranic’s shoulders. “I’m really glad | was 
wrong.” 

“Wrong?” Ranic held perfectly still. 

“About liking anal sex.” Jarrett lifted up and kissed 
Ranic’s lips hungrily. “I have never been so wrong in my 
life.” 

Ranic was pleased he was able to help Jarrett enjoy 
something he thought he didn’t like. As happy as he was, he 
also felt sad because this would be the last thing they would 
ever do together. 

“You must tell me straightaway if you are in pain.” 

“I will, but | don’t think that’s going to be an issue. 
You've teased me into total willing submission.” 

Ranic flicked his hips forward, marveling at the feel of his 
mate’s flesh parting around his invading cock. Each forward 
movement was halted by Jarrett’s indrawn breath. When he 
released the air, it blew across Ranic’s shoulders and 
encouraged him to go a little deeper. It was a slow 
progression that held him utterly enthralled. To Ranic, it was 
almost as if he was two places at once. He felt the incredible 
power of Jarrett filling him yet also the heady command of 
filling Jarrett. Each time he went deeper he felt more in 
control, but it wasn’t a brutal kind of authority he held. This 
was the right to give great pleasure to a man he loved, and 
replace an ugly part of his past with something beautiful. 

By the time he was fully deep, Jarrett was rocking his 
hips, begging for more without saying a word. In tandem 
they worked their bodies until the tension grew too great 
and release simmered right at the edge of torment. 

“Now. God, now, Ranic. Fill me all the way and come.” 


Ranic lowered his hands to Jarrett’s buttocks, gripping 
them tightly as he thrust as hard as he could. Jarrett parted 
his legs wide, digging his heels into Ranic’s ass. A powerful 
climax pulled at his body, encouraging him to go just a bit 
deeper. At the height of his release, Ranic lowered his head 
and bit Jarrett’s neck. 

With a cry of surrender, Jarrett arched up and spilled 
between their bellies. He gripped up on Ranic with his arms 
and legs, holding him so tightly he was unable to move and 
hardly able to breathe. And then Jarrett went limp, releasing 
Ranic from his fierce hold. 

Balancing his weight on his elbows, Ranic gave himself a 
moment to enjoy his triumph, and then he moved to his 
side, carefully draping Jarrett’s leg over his hip so they could 
stay joined together. 

“Thank you.” Jarrett’s voice was very soft in the dark. 

“It was good?” 

“Good? No. It was fucking fantastic.” Jarrett chuckled and 
then squeezed him. “I really thought that | was destined to 
die hating—” Jarrett stopped speaking abruptly when he 
realized what he was saying. 

“Let’s not think about that.” Although his impending 
demise was now the only thing in Ranic’s mind. 

“Right. I’d much rather think about the sparkles in my 
butt.” 

Ranic laughed. “You are very funny, my husband.” 

“I know. Let’s see if this place has a shower or 
something.” 

“To get the sparkles out? But | worked so hard to get 
them in there.” 

“Now who’s funny?” Jarrett nipped his neck. “And no, | 
just want to wash up. | want to keep the sparkles right 
where they are.” 

“lm sure our room will undoubtedly have a cleaning 
station.” Just as Ranic suspected, the facilities were 
discreetly tucked away under the floor. To use them, they 
simply activated the pressure plates and the units rose. 


“This sucks. We can’t shower together.” Jarrett frowned 
at the cleaning machine. “But | really want to clean up 
before bed.” 

“You go first.” 

“Right.” Jarrett considered the unit for a long time. “How 
do | do this?” 

Ranic assisted him and then took his turn. Clean and 
tucked under the covers, they were quiet, but Ranic didn’t 
think either one of them was going to get any sleep. 

“What will you miss most?” Ranic had no idea why he 
would ask such a thoughtless question. “Forgive me. | don’t 
know why | asked you that.” 

“Because it’s on both our minds and the more we try not 
to think about it, the more it’s going to sit on our heads like 
a giant gorilla. Or a Krase warrior.” 

They laughed together, and then Jarrett rolled close, 
snuggling his head onto Ranic’s chest. So far, it had always 
been Jarrett who was the strong one, but it was clear that 
tonight, his last night, he needed to be comforted. Ranic 
held him close, kissed his head, and then made soothing 
circles on his back. 

“I know I will miss you the most. But it’s not just all the 
sex we were going to have, but all the strange and 
wonderful things we would have discovered, like your ability 
to breathe underwater.” 

“I will miss that, too.” Ranic tried to picture himself in the 
water with another lover, but he simply couldn't. 

“If they let you go, and | think they will since technically 
you didn’t do anything wrong, | want you to find someone 
else.” 

“Please let’s not talk about that. Not now.” 

“Just promise me that you will try again.” 

Ranic said nothing because he didn’t want to be 
dishonest, but Jarrett kept pushing. 

“I don’t want to go off to the big beyond thinking of you 
being alone for the rest of your life. Not after all the 


sacrifices you’ve made and how far you’ve come to get 
where you are now. Just promise me.” 

“| promise.” But Ranic knew it was a lie. Without Jarrett 
by his side, he had no idea what he was going to do. Since 
he’d sold his suit, he couldn’t go home. In a way, that was a 
good thing because he would only be miserable there. 
Besides, if he returned to Finoc, he’d be executed for what 
he’d done with Jarrett, not to mention the fact he’d shown 
his face to outsiders. Ironically, since no creature in the 
universe had ever seen a Finoc, Ranic could claim to be of 
another species altogether and no one would be the wiser. 
As long as he stayed away from other Finocs, he'd be safe. 
But he wondered if one of his own kind would try to drag 
him home to make him stand for his crimes. Since Finocs 
rarely went anywhere, he figured he’d be safe, and he’d 
spot them in their massive suits long before they saw him. 

“You know what else I’m going to miss? Ice cream.” 

“What is that?” Ranic traced lightly over Jarrett’s skin as 
he described several curious food items he was going to 
miss. And then he talked about the music he loved. Ranic 
didn’t know what Southern-fried rock was, but Jarrett 
certainly seemed to like it. He hummed some for Ranic, 
which he enjoyed, but he had a feeling he more enjoyed 
Jarrett’s joyful sounds rather than the music itself. 

All night, or at least what had become night because of 
their trip back to Krase, they stayed snuggled together 
talking of things they loved, things they hated, and the wild 
and crazy dreams that they’d never put into motion. 

By the time the lights flickered, indicating they would 
soon have company, they were ready to meet their fate with 
resolve. Ranic did not want to let go, and neither did Jarrett, 
but they both made a reluctant kind of peace with the 
situation. 

“You know, | remember hearing that it was better to have 
loved and lost than never to have loved at all, and | thought 
that was just the dumbest saying in the world. | told myself 
I'd rather never love at all because then | wouldn’t know 


what | was missing.” Jarrett pulled on his blue pants. “But 
now, I’m glad | had some time with you. It was worth the 
pain of knowing | have to leave. It’s like having time with 
you is going to make what’s coming bearable.” 

Ranic wanted to agree, but he couldn’t lie. He turned 
slightly away as he pulled on his purple wedding suit. Maybe 
he could find something else to wear to his mate’s demise 
other than this. It seemed wrong to have to wear the suit 
from his happiest moment to his most miserable one. But it 
was unlikely he’d be granted such a minor request, not if 
the Krase were running things. 

“Hey.” Jarrett turned him so they were facing one 
another. 

“| don’t want you to go!” Ranic flung himself into Jarrett’s 
arms. 

“Everything is going to be okay.” 

“It’s not! And how dare you Say it’s better that we had 
time together when you're leaving and I’m the one left 
standing here alone!” 

Jarrett met his furious outburst with commiseration. “I’m 
sorry. You’re right. It’s easier for me.” 

“No, that’s not what—lI’m just—I will miss you more than 
—” Ranic was abruptly cut off when their door opened 
without warning. He lunged for the golden cloth and pulled 
it over his face. Since the weave was somewhat open, he 
was able to see out, but he didn’t think people could see 
him, not clearly, especially since his skin was almost the 
same color as the cloth. 

“It’s time.” The officer who had brought them here was 
leading them out. 

“Where are we going?” Jarrett asked as he took Ranic’s 
arm. 

“Down to the surface of Krase, but that is all | Know. My 
job was to get you and bring you here.” He stopped 
midstride in the hallway, forcing Jarrett and Ranic to stop 
several paces behind him. Lifting his finger, he held 
perfectly still for so long Ranic feared he was going to be 


given orders to kill them here. But then he lowered his 
finger and turned. “You two were running away together?” 

“Yes.” It was Jarrett who answered with a simple 
affirmative. “Why?” 

“| have never heard of Earthlings until | was sent on this 
mission. Your kind is fascinating. Brave, foolish, and yet 
there is something elusively compelling that makes me 
admire you.” The Krase warrior did not meet his gaze. 
Perhaps he found it easier to make his odd confession 
without having to look them in the eye. “And | have heard of 
the Finocs, but I’ve never seen one outside of a trooper 
Suit.” 

Ranic pulled the cloth off his head. “You can look at me. 
If you want.” His kind words to Jarrett softened Ranic’s heart 
toward him. 

The officer turned slightly and looked Ranic right in the 
eye. “No wonder your kind stays hidden. You are very 
beautiful.” 

Ranic wanted to thank him but found he couldn’t speak. 
He wasn’t certain what this Krase officer wanted. If he might 
be their unexpected ally, Ranic certainly didn’t want to say 
anything that would put him off. But if he was only taunting 
them to delay their moment of pain, Ranic didn’t want to 
seem hopeful and thereby unknowingly fulfill some cruel 
streak in his soul. All he’d heard about the Krase was their 
war lust and their hunger for interesting slaves. 

“If | offered to buy him, this one”—he pointed to Jarrett 
—“would you sell him to me?” 


Chapter 13 


“You want to buy me?” Jarrett tried to contain his utter 
shock, but he was fairly certain surprise was clearly etched 
all over his face. “I thought | was a dead man walking?” 

“You are.” A look of confusion crossed the Krase’s 
hardened features. 

“So you would buy me and then secret me away 
somewhere?” Not that Jarrett was actually considering it. Or 
was he? Just how far was he willing to go to be with Ranic? 
Could he submit himself to this massive creature and then 
find solace in Ranic’s arms? It was madness to even 
consider such a situation. Certainly, Ranic would never want 
to share him with another. 

“| realize you are very outspoken for a slave, but | am 
speaking to your owner.” The Krase’s red eyes had a touch 
of black to them that seemed to deepen when he looked at 
Ranic. Jarrett wasn’t certain what that meant, but his gut 
told him this was a situation that could get out of hand very 
quickly. 

“He’s not for sale.” Ranic’s voice was calm but curious. 
Jarrett got the distinct impression that, like himself, Ranic 
was wondering what this officer’s interest might mean for 
them. They were both listening without judging because if 
he could get them free from here, they might be willing to 
do all kinds of things for that dangling possibility. 

The officer nodded slowly, but he didn’t seem terribly 
surprised by Ranic’s reaction. “Have you considered renting 
him?” 

“Oh my fucking God! I’m not some intergalactic whore 
that can just be bandied around to a bunch of horny aliens.” 
Jarrett had always had some overinflated, lofty notion about 
alien life. He thought they would far surpass humanity in 
technology, the arts—everything—but it turned out they 
were just a bunch of randy perverts. Maybe it was a good 
thing he was going to be put to death. Better that than to 
become a universal rent boy. 


The warrior moved so fast Jarrett hadn’t even realized he 
was attacking him until it was too late. He found himself 
pressed against the wall with the officer’s hand cupped 
around his face. The officer was pinching his cheeks in like 
he was trying to make them meet in the middle of Jarrett’s 
mouth. He rammed his lower body into Jarrett, and whatever 
in the hell that squirming thing was he’d seen yesterday, he 
now felt it stroking side to side like it was gearing up to slide 
out of his trousers and wrap forcefully around Jarrett’s cock. 

“You are very interesting to me, but if you insult me 
again, | will kill you.” 

“And get in a shitload of trouble with your government.” 
It was a guess, but apparently a good one because the 
officer lightened his grip. Not by a lot, but enough that 
Jarrett was able to take a full breath without wheezing 
through his mouth. 

“Let him go.” Ranic touched the Krase’s arm, which 
caused the officer’s eyes to go from red to black and back 
so fast it was almost like a trick of the light. 

“What does it mean when your eyes turn black?” 

He smiled, displaying his terrifying teeth. “I am aroused.” 
He pressed close. “Do you feel that dancing against your 
cock? That is my strosan. It braces my cock for fucking, 
which is what I would like to do to the both of you.” 

Jarrett had never had anyone be so frank while right up 
in his face. He was alternately flattered, terrified, and deeply 
disturbed. He had a feeling that Krase warriors took 
allegiance to their rulers very seriously. That this officer had 
let his lust get the better of him could surely get him into 
trouble if it were known. 

“He isn’t my slave.” 

The Krase’s eyes darkened with lust. His long, pink 
tongue licked over his bottom lip. 

“He’s my mate.” 

Disappointment wiped all the black out of the officer’s 
eyes. Apparently, if black was for lust, then the red must be 


for anger. Jarrett thought that about summed up what he’d 
seen of the Krase race so far—horny and pissed. 

Ranic reached up and gently but firmly pried the officer’s 
fingers off Jarrett’s face. “I love him.” 

At that, the warrior let go and stepped back. “I thought 
you had bought him as a sexual slave?” He couldn’t have 
sounded any more upset if he tried. 

“I thought that’s what | had bought him for, too, but 
apparently fate had other ideas.” Ranic smiled lightly at the 
officer. “Please, can’t you help us? | would do...anything.” 

“No you won't!” Jarrett stepped in front of him. 

“If he will help us to escape, then we should consider a 
trade.” Ranic was earnest, and Jarrett swore he could hear 
the Krase warrior licking his lips again while his dick-bracing 
Snake slithered around in his pants. 

“Not with your body or mine. | can’t—no. | just can’t do 
that.” 

“But you could live. If | gave him a night...” 

“You're the one who told me what these guys are 
packing in their trousers. Neither one of us would survive 
him fucking us.” 

“| wouldn’t hurt you.” The warrior considered them, and 
the thing in his pants seemed to stretch out like it wanted to 
inspect them. 

Jarrett took a step back and kept Ranic behind him. “No. 
The answer is no. Besides, | don’t see how he can get us out 
of this mess.” 

“It is true that | don’t know specifically why you were 
called here. | just wanted to know...” 

“What?” Jarrett asked then edged away a bit. It was just 
scary how fast he moved for such a big guy. 

“I saw the look in your eyes when | put you in that room. 
| know what you did.” The officer’s gaze bounced between 
them. 

“Did you watch?” Ranic sounded utterly repulsed, and 
Jarrett had to admit the creature’s interest in them was 
pretty abnormal. Or maybe not. He was an alien after all. 


According to Ranic, sexual slaves were pretty common on 
Krase. Maybe watching alien porn was common, too. 

“Despite what your human thinks of me, no. | did not 
invade your privacy. But | wanted to know what it would be 
like to feel what you felt.” 

“| don’t understand.” Jarrett found the whole universe 
was Slightly crazy. 

“There is another Krase warrior, who bought one of your 
kind.” The officer reached out and trailed his finger lightly 
down the center of Jarrett’s chest. “It is said that he fell in 
love and freed him.” 

“That is what | wish to do.” Ranic again gripped the 
officer’s wrist. Jarrett swallowed hard because Ranic’s rather 
large hand didn’t come close to encircling the Krase’s thick 
arm. 

“They didn’t kill his slave?” Jarrett asked. Had they 
somehow gotten everything wrong? 

“No. Why would they?” 

“Because he’s a dead man walking like me.” Jarrett 
thought it stood to reason that if the slave trader had taken 
one human right before his death, he would have taken 
more in the same way. By taking them moments before they 
were to die, he could cover his tracks and no one on Earth 
would be suspicious. Especially if he chose means of death 
that left no body behind. 

Again, the officer made a face and tilted his head. They 
were using the same phrase, or at least it was being 
translated that way, but Jarrett had a gut feeling they had 
two very different meanings. Just as Jarrett opened his 
mouth to clarify the phrase, there was movement at the far 
end of the hallway. 

The officer turned and started walking as if nothing had 
happened. Ranic pulled his golden cloth over his face, and 
then he took Jarrett’s hand as they fell into step behind him. 
They were able to use his bulk to hide behind so they could 
get situated. If they were very lucky, they might get another 
chance to plead their case and sway the Krase officer to 


help them. As perverted as it was, Jarrett wouldn’t be above 
trading sex for freedom, but he wasn’t going to go all the 
way. He might be desperate, but he had his limits. Maybe 
the horny officer would be happy with a dual hand job 
provided by him and Ranic. They could do that without 
totally selling their souls. Maybe. 

Jarrett looked over at Ranic. He saw the glint of his 
beautiful blue eyes under the golden cloth and in that 
instant he realized he couldn’t do what he was thinking. He 
couldn’t give some randy alien a stroke on the half-assed 
promise of freedom. Jarrett had been willing to go to his 
death thinking that Ranic would be free to pursue another, 
but now he was worried that some unscrupulous creature 
would try to trick him or take advantage of his grief. 

Ranic was kindhearted, and last night he’d shown Jarrett 
just how amazing they could be together over the long haul. 
Both of them were willing to bend and accommodate the 
other. They were each willing to try something new, and 
even something old, in the hopes of rewriting what was with 
what could be. 

“I can’t do this.” Jarrett stopped. “I am not just going to 
walk into my death like I’m going to the goddamned mall.” 

“|I don’t know what that means.” Ranic pulled the golden 
fabric off his head. 

Jarrett discovered that he was crying. His tears glittered 
down his cheeks. Just as he’d suspected, his husband had 
Sparkles in his tears and managed to look beautiful in his 
grief. Reaching out, he touched the edge of the moisture, 
feeling it flow toward his finger as if even his tears knew 
Jarrett would do anything to comfort Ranic. 

“It means if they want me, they are going to have to 
come and get me.” Jarrett couldn’t fight the Krase officer. He 
was too small and had no weapons at all but his hands and 
feet. They were useless against the massive warrior. But 
Jarrett had the benefit of his people’s history. There was 
something to be said for passive resistance. Jarrett sat down 
right in the middle of the hallway. 


“What are you doing?” Ranic leaned over and then 
flashed a worried look at the officer. 

“I’m resisting without fighting.” Jarrett offered out his 
hand, and Ranic peered curiously at him. “I cannot fight and 
win. If | continue to walk forward, | go willingly to my death 
when | am not willing. So | am going to sit here and make 
them drag me. It’s called passive resistance. It’s been rather 
effective on Earth.” Jarrett didn’t mention that this particular 
strategy was generally used in situations that weren’t life or 
death. 

“I will join you.” Ranic settled down cross-legged right 
across from Jarrett. 

They clasped hands. 

“I will cling to you until they forcefully pry me away.” 
Ranic tossed the golden fabric into his lap. “And | will do so 
with my face proudly showing.” 

Jarrett already knew he loved him, but in that moment of 
sheer defiance, he loved him even more. 

In perfect sync with one another, they both turned and 
looked up at the looming Krase officer. His face was 
guarded, but the black had encroached on the lower portion 
of his eyes. It was clear that he craved what they had. And 
maybe that was enough to sway him to take their side. 

“We will not move unless you drag us.” Jarrett waited for 
him to hit him or for him to lash out, but instead, he 
laughed. It was a low, vibrating chuckle that was oddly 
intimate and somewhat envious. 

Lifting one hand in what seemed almost like a salute, the 
Krase officer said, “I will not touch you.” He dipped his face 
in a curt kind of nod. “I have performed my sworn duty by 
bringing you back to Krase. The rest is up to them.” 

Jarrett followed his gaze down the hallway. “Who are 
they?” 

“I know not.” The officer tilted his head in that curious 
way. “You could request my presence as an officer of Krase 
to ensure you are well treated.” 

“You would do that?” Ranic asked. 


“| would.” 

Before Jarrett could ask the obvious, the Krase officer 
met his probing, suspicious glare. 

“I will ask nothing in exchange for defending you in this 
way.” 

“No kinky sex acts?” Jarrett asked jauntily. 

“No.” The officer reached out, but rather than touch 
Jarrett, he stroked one massive finger against Ranic’s cheek, 
taking a tear away. “Sparkles.” 

There was a moment of stunned silence when he lifted 
the mark of pain to his mouth and licked it away. Jarrett had 
never seen anything so oddly touching and yet totally 
bizarre. 

“Why did you do that?” Jarrett asked. 

“Because | wished to know what the tears of love would 
taste like.” The officer turned away as the people—aliens— 
who had been moving toward them reached their sit-in 
protest in the hallway. 

True to his word, the Krase officer stopped them short of 
Jarrett and Ranic. It wasn’t much, maybe only a minute or 
possibly ten longer, but it was them taking a stand. Jarrett 
was proud of that. 

“You are so strong.” Jarrett wrapped his hand around 
Ranic’s forearm, as he did the same. They were bracing 
themselves against one another to make the effort of 
dragging them away that much more difficult. 

“You are so brave.” Ranic reached for Jarrett’s other arm. 

Pulling him into his lap, Jarrett nestled him close. They 
clung together, waiting for brutal hands to pull them apart. 
As Jarrett buried his face against Ranic’s neck, he smelled 
the rich scent of his fear, but also that of his love. His body 
was cooler than his own, but there was heat down below 
where their bodies meshed. Surely, if they could sway a 
hardened warrior, they could get others to take their side or 
to see their plight. If they refused to fight because of the 
love they shared, then surely, someone would see. Someone 


else would help. There had to be a way for them to stay 
together. 

Ranic picked up his golden cloth, but rather than pull it 
over his head to hide his face, he draped it over the two of 
them, giving them a golden cave of privacy. 

“I love you.” 

“| love you, too.” Ranic smiled and tears of joy slipped 
beyond the corners of his beautiful eyes. “I’m not leaving 
you.” 

Jarrett realized that if they took him away to kill him, 
Ranic would come with him. He wanted to stand, to push 
him away, to say no in a thousand ways, but he found that 
he couldn’t. Just as they had sworn to in their vows, they 
would stay together through thick and thin. Jarrett realized 
that even death couldn’t part them, not if they faced it 
together. 


Chapter 14 


Ranic was terrified beyond reason, but he was 
determined to stay with the man he loved. He hadn’t been 
certain until a warhardened Krase warrior, with three 
planets under his massive conquering boots, found their 
love so strong, so unique, that even he was persuaded to 
stand up for them. If he could find the spark to turn from his 
usual tack, then surely Ranic could, too. 

But then Ranic realized he’d turned from the usual road 
of his species long before now. His kind stayed hidden 
behind thick suits, immutable laws, and restrictive planetary 
codes. Ranic didn’t think he was the first of his kind to seek 
happiness beyond the limited scope of his rulers, but he 
thought that maybe he might be the first to effect a change. 

“I’m not leaving you. Even if they throw us in a pit of fire, 
I’m not letting go.” Ranic could see that Jarrett wanted to 
argue. It was his nature to be protective, but in this, Jarrett 
recognized that Ranic would stand firm. And he relented. 

“You amaze me.” 

“Do I?” 

“You are so strong to do what you have already done and 
then to defy them with me makes you totally amazing.” 
Jarrett pulled him tight against his chest, and for a moment, 
Ranic weakened. He wanted to stand and make a grab for 
the Krase’s weapons, but he knew that was crazy. He didn’t 
know how to wield such instruments of death. He only knew 
how to blast asteroids apart and how to make his mate utter 
cries of bliss and submission. 

“| honestly don’t know what they are protesting.” It was 
the three-eyed auctioneer. He was peering past the 
imposing blockage of the Krase warrior. “No one is getting 
killed or beaten or anything!” 

“What do you want them for?” The officer refused to step 
aside. 

“It is not your concern.” 


“lam here to protect them while they are under Krase 
law. They asked me to aid them during this time.” He 
straightened just a little more, and Ranic had the impression 
that the officer had always done what he was told, and he 
enjoyed his work, but taking a stand for helpless aliens gave 
him a strong sense of personal satisfaction. “Surely you 
must understand that having their ship commandeered and 
being taken captive by an entire contingent of Krase 
warriors is disconcerting.” 

“It wasn’t my idea to send you steroid-riddled monsters.” 
The auctioneer realized what he’d said about two seconds 
after he said it. He took a wary step back. “Your government 
forced me to let you—them—get involved.” 

“Then I shall stay.” 

Frowning, his three eyes blinking in a chain—plink, plink, 
plink—the auctioneer considered where they were. He 
looked at the hallway from the floor to the ceiling. He shook 
his rounded head. “This is not the place for our discussion.” 

“Where would you have them go?” 

“My office.” 

The Krase officer considered. 

In a huff, the auctioneer explained that what they had to 
talk about was a private matter and he simply couldn’t tell 
them about the problem in the middle of a hallway on an 
unsecured ship. He offered them safe passage to his 
building on Krase. On his honor, no harm would come to any 
of them and they could bring their warrior if they wished. 

Ranic and Jarrett talked about what they should do, but it 
was Jarrett who thought they should go. If they were safe, 
and their bodyguard had heard the auctioneer swear that 
this was so, then they could go to another venue and talk. 

“But we are free to leave at any time.” 

“Well, yes. You are not under arrest.” 

Ranic and Jarrett rose, but rather than get close to the 
auctioneer, they stayed behind the protective bulk of their 
warrior. Pleased that they had convinced the officer of their 


inherent innocence, Ranic felt safe going down to the 
surface of Krase with him as their protector. 

“No one is going to mess with this guy.” 

“No.” Ranic grinned at Jarrett. “They see the mark on his 
right cheek and they know what that means.” 

“He really defeated three worlds?” Jarrett sounded 
impressed. 

“Krase are fierce warriors.” 

“Yeah. And horny freaks, too.” 

“Do not denigrate him for that, because | think that is 
what prompted him to become our protector.” 

“He still isn’t getting any.” 

“I think he just wants to be near us.” 

“Yeah, well, that’s fine.” Jarrett stood a little taller as they 
walked down the hallway. “I just don’t want him to get any 
weird ideas.” 

“There is no harm in that. It’s only if he tries to act them 
out that there would be a problem.” 

They chuckled but kept following. Eventually, they were 
taken to a shuttle bay. The four of them entered the back of 
the shuttle while another Krase warrior took the pilot seat. 

Ranic noticed that the pilot and their protector flashed 
one another a look, and while he strapped himself in, he 
pondered what it meant. And then, when their protector 
looked at the back of the pilot’s head and his eyes flashed 
black, Ranic had his answer. They were lovers. He grinned. It 
seemed even the war-hardened Krase had their softer 
moments. 

“What are you grinning at?” Jarrett asked as he leaned 
close. 

Ranic explained and watched as Jarrett tried to assess 
the two Krase without attracting attention to himself. He 
failed miserably. 

“You wonder at him and me?” the officer asked. 

“No. | was just...looking.” 

“You would be a terrible spy.” 

“Yeah, well, I’m an accountant by trade.” 


“And a scuba diver,” Ranic added proudly. 

“What’s that?” 

“It’s like wearing a spacesuit out in space but I’m 
underwater.” 

The officer made that strange face again. He narrowed 
one eye and tilted his head. “Why would one do that?” 

“To see what’s under the water.” 

“Why would one care?” 

Now Jarrett flashed that odd look at the Krase warrior. 
“Curiosity?” 

The officer nodded and then darted a quick look at the 
pilot. 

To Ranic, it was clear he liked him quite a bit more than 
he wanted him to know. Ranic felt sorry for him. Maybe the 
Krase did love but it was very difficult for them because of 
the curious way of their kind. Unlike most of the galaxy, the 
Krase had three sexes. Male, female, and neutral. All the 
Krase warriors were neutrals. It was their job to protect the 
planet and expand the empire so their males and females 
could mate. However, Ranic knew that the neutrals were 
just as driven to have sex. Not for procreation, but strictly to 
release the buildup of fluids. If they didn’t, they could go 
into a terrifying battle rage and kill everyone around them. 
Ranic hoped for all their sakes their protector had recently 
indulged himself. Although, given how he’d propositioned 
them and his complaint about the lack of sexual slaves on 
the ship, maybe he was strongly feeling the need to find 
release. 

Since the auctioneer had decided to sit quite a distance 
away from them, Ranic moved into the seat next to the 
officer. When he did, his strosan squirmed in his trousers and 
Ranic considered moving away again, but his curiosity got 
the better of him. 

“Do you love him?” Ranic nodded to the pilot. 

“He is adequate.” 

“How romantic.” Ranic made a face, and the Krase 
warrior laughed. 


“Why do you care?” 

“Curiosity?” 

Again, he laughed. “I find | am richer for having met you 
and your slave.” 

“He’s not my slave.” 

“Yes. You wed him.” The Krase warrior considered them 
for a long moment. “How do you decide who penetrates 
whom?” 

“We toss a coin,” Jarrett said with a pointed frown at 
Ranic. 

“I didn’t ask him to ask that question,” Ranic pointed out. 

“It’s just really nosy and totally none of his concern.” 

“He asked me about the pilot,” the officer said. “He is the 
one who is nosy. Nosy? What a curious word.” 

“How about we all move back to our seats and stop 
asking the big, scary alien who he’s slipping his enormous 
sausage to?” Jarrett got up and offered out a hand to Ranic. 

“You are being silly. He’s our protector.” 

“I think it best if you move away.” The officer eyed 
Jarrett. “| would not wish for him to have a sitting protest at 
my feet.” 

It was a cruel dig, but it didn’t faze Jarrett. Once Ranic 
was out of his straps, he moved back over to where they 
had been sitting and settled in again with Jarrett at his side. 

“Are you angry with me?” 

“No.” Jarrett shook his head and took his hand. “You're 
curious. So am I, but | am not brave enough to ask.” 

“I think he likes the pilot very much, but there is some 
problem there.” 

“Maybe he’s of a lower rank and the officer can’t take 
him home to mother.” 

It took a moment for Ranic’s translator to work, but when 
it did, he found himself explaining about the sex life of 
Krase. Fascinated, Jarrett couldn’t help but look at the 
massive officer and wonder that he wasn’t male. “He’s more 
male than a freestanding cock.” 


Giggling, Ranic explained in detail about how they went 
about procreating. None of it mattered in the least, but it 
kept them entertained and stopped them from pestering the 
auctioneer, who clearly wasn’t going to answer any 
questions until they landed on Krase and made their way to 
his office. 

Since they were with a fully named Krase warrior, they 
were allowed to land near the shuttle port. From their ship, 
they entered a private train car that would take them into 
the domed city of Gerfal. 

“It’s not much to look at.” Jarrett seemed disappointed 
by the severe, wind-torn landscape of Krase. 

“It has a harsh beauty,” their protector defended. 

“I meant no offence.” 

“Yet you still managed to succeed.” 

“You never did tell us your name,” Ranic interrupted, 
cutting off their sparring. He did this not because he feared 
retaliation, but because he thought it was a curious form of 
flirting for the officer. 

“I am Nobel Chaos.” He lifted his chin proudly. 

“Wow.” 

Nobel flashed Jarrett a dark look. 

“Whoa, no. It’s a cool name. Really. Kinda scary and yet 
fitting.” 

“Does he mock me?” Nobel asked Ranic. 

“He does not understand that Krase warriors must earn a 
name.” 

“What do you call them before then?” Jarrett asked. 

“They have a name, but it is not an earned, powerful 
name,” Ranic explained. 

“It’s complicated.” Jarrett nodded. “Like everything else 
on this planet.” 

“Finally!” the auctioneer cried. 

From their train car, they exited and walked 
perpendicular over to the auctioneer’s building. 

Jarrett’s jaw dropped when he looked up. The last time 
they had been here, it had been growing dark, so he 
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probably wasn’t able to see everything as well as he could 
now. “Even our tallest building isn’t like this.” 

“Domed land is at a premium, so they build close 
together and very tall.” Ranic took his hand and tried not to 
feel self-conscious. 

“You came without your cloth.” 

“I must become used to being seen.” Ranic patted the 
pocket of his suit. “But | did bring it in case | become 
overwhelmed.” 

“You're doing great.” Jarrett squeezed his hand. 

When their troupe entered the lobby, all gazes turned 
toward them, but Ranic noticed their eyes were on Nobel 
Chaos. He was simply the biggest creature by far in the 
entire room. A few darted glances were cast at him and 
Jarrett, but it was indeed the officer who simply commanded 
attention. 

The auctioneer moved over to the lift, and the four of 
them entered. It was a close fit, and Ranic was keenly aware 
of how the officer drew in long, deep breaths. At first he 
thought this was done in an effort to calm himself, but then 
he realized he was enjoying the smell of Ranic and Jarrett. It 
was very curious how he allowed himself to be so attracted, 
and even aggravated his need, but made no more moves 
upon them. Perhaps he was saving everything up for when 
he and the pilot returned alone to their battleship. The 
image of those two together was savagely seductive. 

Once they reached the floor, the auctioneer practically 
ran down to his office. 

“Damn, does he have to pee?” Jarrett asked. 

Ranic couldn’t understand why he was in such a hurry 
when it was supposedly bad news. Rather than ask, he 
simply followed behind. He felt safe with their protector that 
no harm would come to them while they were on Krase. 

The office was a bit messy, but once the door was 
closed, the auctioneer let out a breath that sounded like 
he’d been holding it for days. “This is a highly private 
matter.” He pointed to chairs, but neither he, Jarrett, or 


Nobel wanted to sit. “I had to be somewhere that | knew 
was not compromised in any way.” 

“Then tell us what the problem is.” Whatever patience 
Jarrett had it was long gone now. 

“You should not have been taken as a slave.” 

Ranic’s hold on Jarrett tightened. 

“The man who took you is being hunted, but we have 
been unsuccessful in retrieving him.” The auctioneer said 
something, an expletive, that didn’t translate. “Believe me, 
when I do catch up to him, he will regret swindling me.” 

“| don’t understand what that has to do with us.” Ranic 
wished the man would just tell them what they needed to 
know. 

“You cannot go back to Earth.” 

“What? Why?” Jarrett looked stricken. 

“Because you should have died there.” 

It was what he and Jarrett had already suspected. 

“When this slave trader took you, it created a potential 
time disturbance.” 

“So you’re not going to kill me?” 

The auctioneer glared at Jarrett with all three eyes. “We 
are not barbarians.” 

“You sell slaves.” Jarrett glared right back. 

“Legal slaves. | sell legal slaves. Or | did until this 
charlatan ruined my stellar reputation.” 

“That explains why he didn’t want to tell us until he got 
us here.” Ranic now understood the need for secrecy. It 
wasn’t just the auctioneer’s reputation, but obviously, the 
Krase government didn’t want anyone else getting the 
bright idea on how to get more human slaves without 
having to conquer the entire planet. 

“Of course not. | do not need this spread throughout the 
galaxy.” The auctioneer looked at Nobel. 

“I could be persuaded to keep my mouth shut.” Nobel 
cast a sideways glace at Jarrett. “Sell me one like him and | 
would not confess your secret even under pain of death.” 


“Oh, no. No, no, no. All the Earthling stock is being 
returned to me and set free. You are a full citizen with all 
due rights and responsibilities.” 

“Then you must return Ranic’s money.” Jarrett pushed 
forward a bit, as if he would physically fight the man for the 
outcome. 

“Yes. Of course.” The auctioneer seemed disappointed 
that he’d mentioned that. Perhaps he was hoping to get 
away with releasing Jarrett and keeping Ranic’s funds. “You 
are prepared to free him?” 

“Yes.” Ranic was happy to do so. They didn’t need to tell 
the man they were planning on doing that anyway. 

“So why did you keep calling me a dead man walking?” 
Jarrett asked Nobel. 

“Because you are a slave. You have no rights, so 
essentially you are a dead man.” Nobel frowned at him. 
“What did you think | meant?” 

Jarrett laughed. “I thought you knew about me being 
taken from certain death and that you—the auction house— 
was now going to kill me.” 

“If you attempt to go anywhere near Earth, we will. It is 
the one tenant of your release that cannot be broken.” The 
auctioneer looked at Jarrett. “Do you think you can accept 
that?” 


Chapter 15 


Could Jarrett accept the fact that he could never return 
to Earth? He would never see his family or friends again. Not 
like he was particularly close to his family, but it seemed 
cruel to simply go off without knowing how they were. He 
thought of all the things he told Ranic last night about what 
he would miss and all of them were things from Earth. But, 
to be fair, he’d never really lived anywhere else, so how 
could he say there wasn’t something in the universe that 
was better? But what decided him was that he could be with 
Ranic. If that could happen, the rest of it really didn’t matter. 

“Do they know what happened to me? | mean, not the 
alien abduction, but do my family and friends think | died in 
the Caribbean?” If that could be eased from his mind, he 
thought he could embrace a whole new life. 

“| imagine so.” The auctioneer straightened his robe. 
“Does it really matter?” 

“I'd hate to think of them wondering for the rest of their 
lives.” 

“I’m sure this fine businessman can find out.” Nobel 
considered the auctioneer. “If he is careful, he should be 
able to access news accounts.” 

“Yes. Of course.” The auctioneer’s voice sounded 
strained, and he looked like he’d love to punch the Krase 
warrior in the face for volunteering him, but for the whole 
being beaten to death with his own arm thing if he dared to 
do something so foolish. “It will cost a bit.” 

“And you Shall pay for that and then sue the abductor for 
repayment.” 

Jarrett was pleased they’d taken Nobel Chaos along as 
their protector. The man certainly knew how to negotiate. 
Although, to be fair, he didn’t negotiate so much as he 
simply said what should be done and people did it rather 
than argue with him. 

“Yes. That is what | shall do.” The auctioneer looked 
ready to shoo them all from his office. 


“But why all the secrecy? Why drag us back here like 
this?” Jarrett had gone from thinking he would be killed to 
even out the universe to instead finding himself a free man 
with full rights. It was a little head spinning. 

“Because this is a huge violation of laws. Not just laws 
that govern the slave trade but laws of time, of history. It’s 
terribly dangerous to pull someone out of their set time line. 
Anything can happen.” The auctioneer actually looked kind 
of green, which was really odd considering his normal color 
was blue. “If you had succeeded in returning to Earth, you 
would have created a time distortion that might have 
rippled out and affected us all. Especially if they would have 
caught you with a spaceship.” 

“Earth is not aware of their alien neighbors?” Nobel 
asked. 

“No. Not most of us, at any rate.” Jarrett wondered 
though at some of the tales he’d heard. Maybe there was a 
grain of truth to them. 

“You seem strangely accepting.” 

“| fell in love with the first alien | met, so I’m probably 
not the best one to ask about how humans feel about 
aliens.” Jarrett smiled at Ranic, who grinned right back at 
him. 

Nobel again gave them a hungry look. It wasn’t filled 
with desire, not sexual desire, but there was something like 
envy there. Jarrett swore the warrior was thinking of ways to 
get his own human. If he couldn’t buy one, he might just go 
to Earth and steal one. Still, Jarrett had no proof other than 
his gut, so he didn’t say anything. 

“I have never been so relieved to be so wrong.” Ranic 
gripped his hand a little tighter. “Now the only problem we 
have is where to go from here.” 

“Well,” the auctioneer said as he stood, ushering them 
toward the doorway. “As long as it’s not Earth, you’re free to 
go wherever.” 

“His citizenship papers. You have filed them?” 


“Oh. Right.” Again the auctioneer gave Nobel a dirty 
look. “I will have them drawn up and sent to you.” 

“No, they will be staying here at your expense until 
everything is set to rights.” 

“Yes. Of course.” The green was gone from his face, and 
now there was a hint of red. “If | give you a human, will you 
go away?” 

Nobel’s brows lifted. 

“I’m kidding, of course.” 

But Jarrett didn’t think he really was. “You’re not going to 
abandon us now, are you?” 

“No. Because | do not believe him. He doesn’t have a 
human to give to me.” 

Nobel wrangled a room for Jarrett and Ranic then went 
up with them to inspect it. 

“Wow. Nice. What’s up with the color?” It was shifting 
around to the point it was going to make him ill. 

“It reflects the color of the dominant person’s mood.” 

“A mood room? Holy shit! On Earth all we have are mood 
rings. Oh, and I think there’s some kind of mood lipstick, but 
| never wore any.” 

“Mood rings?” 

“Oh, it was a ring with a stone that supposedly displayed 
the wearer’s mood, but really, it was just liquid crystals that 
changed colors depending on the temperature.” Jarrett 
pulled Ranic close and kissed him. 

The room suddenly turned black. 

Jarrett and Ranic looked at Nobel, whose eyes were 
mostly black. 

“I should be going.” 

Disengaging from his mate, Jarrett walked over to the 
officer and offered out his hand. “Thank you for everything 
you've done.” 

Peering at his outstretched hand, Nobel finally offered his 
own, they shook, and then he let go. 

“Are you going to go and find a human?” Jarrett really 
Should have kept his mouth shut, but he couldn’t help his 


curiosity getting the better of him. 

“| would not break the law.” Nobel stood a little 
straighter, but there was something in his eyes that said he 
might be so persuaded if the circumstances were right. 

“Of course not. Again, thank you.” 

“And you must call on us if ever you are in need where 
we can help.” 

A thoroughly wicked grin twisted the smile off Nobel’s 
face. 

“Not that kind of help.” 

Nobel laughed and left them. 

“Do you think he will try to get his own human?” Ranic 
took his jacket off and tossed it on the surface of what 
looked like a puffy cube. 

“| do.” Jarrett hoped the man didn’t hurt one if he found 
one. “Now this is a much nicer color.” 

The room was turning a soothing purple and blue that 
matched their wedding suits. In several swift movements, 
they were bare and lying on the bed. 

“A mirror on the ceiling.” Jarrett shook his head and 
laughed. 

“Why is that funny?” Ranic looked up at their reflections, 
and when he looked at Jarrett, his cock began to harden. 

“Just—l really thought aliens would be vastly superior 
and all that when they’re an awful lot like humans.” 

“How so?” 

Jarrett rolled over and kissed Ranic as he slipped his 
hand down his chest. “Like us, they can be swayed by their 
emotions.” 

“This is a bad thing?” 

“No. It’s a very good thing. And they can also become 
overwhelmed by passion.” Jarrett wrapped his fist around 
Ranic’s prick and stroked up and down, thrilling at his low 
moan of surrender. “They can learn from their mistakes.” 

“Yes?” 

“And they can change their opinion about something if 
they keep an open mind.” 


“Is that so?” Ranic arched up and his eyes closed as he 
released a sigh of blissful contentment. 

“That is very so.” Jarrett slipped between his mate’s 
powerful legs. “They can also fall very deeply in love.” 

“Oh, yes. And that is a very good thing.” 

“Absolutely.” 

After rising and grabbing the lube from his pocket, Jarrett 
gently eased his way inside Ranic. Once he was as deep as 
he could go, he held steady above him, looking down into 
his face. “I really do love you.” 

“I really do love you.” 

They made love in a gentle, relaxed way. Soon, Jarrett 
would be a full citizen, Ranic’s money would be returned, 
the ship that was not actually stolen would be returned on 
time, and all they had to do now was decide where they 
would live. 

“I rather liked Aeirall.” 

“| did, too. But we can’t afford to live there.” 

“We can work there.” Jarrett recalled all the people who 
had been working at the place he stayed in the Caribbean. 
“We can teach scuba diving. You can show off your cool 
alien trick of breathing underwater. It won’t be a lot of 
money, but | don’t think we'll need much to be happy.” 

“I think with you | could be happy anywhere.” Ranic 
flicked his hips as he dug his heels into Jarrett’s buttocks. 

“So Aeirall it is.” Jarrett pulled almost all the way out and 
then thrust deep, loving the way Ranic’s eyes went wide 
then narrowed. 

“Aeirall it is.” Ranic twined his fingers in Jarrett’s hair. “l 
thought | was crazy to do what | did, but it turns out it was 
the best decision of my life.” 

“I think so, too.” Jarrett took his time bringing his mate to 
the crest. When they reached it together, they reveled in 
their pleasure, and then rested until they were ready to 
switch places. With everything cleared up, they had a 
lifetime to discover all the wonders of the universe, and 
each other. 


THE END 
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